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TO A 


W by the Arrival of HR Royak 
\-H1iGHNESs. 


ap AI, to all your cenſures 1 ſubmit, 
74 And frankly own I ſhould long fines 


You told me, fence would be thought a 
crime, 
And kindly ſtrove to teaze me into rhyme , 
B 2 | 
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48 "EPISEL 2's." 


ebe ie Muſe employ, - 
Nor laviſh verſe to paint a female toy : 

No more on plains with rural damſels ſport, 
But fing the glories of the Britiſb court. 


By your commands and inclination ſway'd, 
I call'd th' unwilling Muſes to my aid; 
| Refoly'd to write, the noble theme I choſe, 
1:3 And to the Princeſs thus the Poem roſe. 


43 at tricks Pherbus; aid, ye Sacred Nine ; 
+ Exalt my Genius, and my verſe refine. 

My ftrains with Carolina's name I grace, 

The lovely parent of our royal race. 

Breathe ſoft, ye winds, ye waves in ſilence ſleep ; 
Let prof rous breezes wanton o'er the deep, 

Sevel] the white ſails, and with the fireamers play, 


To waft her gently o'er the watry way. 


Here I to Neptune form'd a pompous pray'r, 
To rein the winds, and guard the royal Fair ; 
Bid the blue Triton, ſound their twiſted ſhells, 
And call the Nereids from their pearly cells. 


Thas 


EPISTLES. 


Thus my warm zeal had drawn the Muſe along, 
Yet knew no method to conduct her ſong : 

I then reſolv'd ſome model to purſue, 

Perus'd French Criticks, and began anew. 

Long open panegyrick drags at beſt, 

And praiſe is only praiſe when well addreſs d. 


Straight Horace for ſome lucky Ode I ſought, 
And all along I trac'd him thought by thought : 
This new performance to a friend I ſhow'd ; 

For ſhame, ſays he, what, imitate an Ode ! 

Fd rather ballads write, and Grubſtreet lays, 
Than pillage Cz/ar for my patron's praiſe : 

One common fate all imitators ſhare, 

To ſave mince-pies, and cap the grocer's ware. 
Vex'd at the charge, I to the flames commit 
Rhymes, ſimilies, Lords names, and ends of wit 
In blotted ſtanzas ſcraps of Odes expire, 

And fuſtian mounts in Pyramids of fire, 


Ladies, to you I next inſcrib'd my lay, 
And writ a letter in familiar way : 
For ſtill impatient till the Princeſs came, 
You from deſcription wiſfud to know the dame. 
' 73 
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6 EPTIS$TLES. 
Euch day my pleaſing labour larger grew, 
For ſtill new graces open'd to my view. 
Twelve lines ran an to introduce the theme, 
And then I thus purſu'd the growing ſcheme. 


Beauty and wit were ſure by nature join'd, 
And charms are emanations of the mind 

The foul tranſpiercing thro” the ſhining frame, 
Forms all the graces of the Princely Dame : 
Benevolence ber converſation guides, 

Smiles on her cheek, and in her eye refidis. 
Such harmony upen her tongue is found, 

A. foftens Engliſh zo Italian found: 

Tit in thoſe ſounds ſuch ſentiments appear, 


A charm the Judgment, while they ſeoth the car. 


a 
Religion's chearful flame her boſom warms, 
Calm: all ber hours, and brightens all ber charms. 
Henceforth, ye Fair, at chapel mind your pray ri, 
Nor catch. your lovers eyes «with artful airs ; 
Reflrain your Jooks, kneel more, and whiſper beſs, 
| Nor moſt devoutly criticize on dreſs. 


From ker form all your charaders of life, 


The tender mother, and the faithful wife. | 4 


; 
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; 
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EPISTLE'S. 7 


On hawe 1 ſeen her dittle infant train, \ 
The lovely promiſe of a future reign ; | 


Obſerv'd with pleaſure ev'ry dawning gracm, 
Aud all the mother of ning in their face, 

The ſon ſhall add new honours to the line, 

And early auith paternal virtues ſpine ; 

When he the tale of Audenard repeats, 

His little heart auith emulation Beata; 

With conqueſts yet to come his boſom glows, 

He dreams of triumphs and of uanguiſb' foes. 
Each year with arts Hall flore bis rip ning brain, 
And from bis Grandfire be ſhall learn to reign. 
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Thus far I'd gone: Propitious rifing gales 
Now bid,the ſailor hoiſt the ſwelling fails. 
Fair Carolina lands ; the cannons roar, 
White A4/bion's cliffs reſound from ſhore to ſhore, 
Behold the bright original appear, 
All praiſe is faint when Carolina's near. 
Thus to the nation's joy, but Poet's coſt, 
The Princeſs came, and my new plan was loſt. 


| Since all my ſchemes were balk'd, my laſt reſort, 
I left the Muſes to frequent the Court: | 
| B 4 Penlive | 


res. 


Penſive each night from room to om 1 walk u, 


Wy 3 


To one I bow'd, and with another talk'd ; 

' Enquir'd what news, or ſuch a Lady's name, 
And did the next day, and the next, the ſame. 
Places, I found, were daily giv'n away, 
And yet no friendly Gazette mention'd Cay. c 
I aſk'd a friend what method to purſue; 
He cry'd, I want a place as well as you. 
Another aſk'd me, why I had nat writ; 

A Poet owes his fortune to his wit. 


Straight I reply'd, Wich what a courtly grace, 


Flows eaſy verſe from him that has a place! 

Had Virgil ne'er at court improv'd his ſtrains, 

He {till had ſung of flocks and homely ſwains ; 
And had not Horace ſweet preferment found, 

| The Roman lyre had never learnt to ſound. 


Once Ladies fair in homely guiſe I ſung, 


And with their names wild woods and mountains rung. 


Ob, teach me now to ſtrike a ſoſter train ! 
The Court reſines the language of the plain. 


You muſt, cries-one,/the miniſtry rehearſe, © 
And with each Patriot's name prolong your verſe, 
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EPISTLES. 
But ſure this trath to Poets ſhould be known, 
That praiſing all alike, is praiſing none, 


Another told me, if I wiſh'd ſucceſs, 
To ſome diſtinguiſh*'d Lord I muſt addreſs ; 
One whioſe high virtues ſpeak his noble blood, 
One always zealous for his country's good; 
Where valour and ſtrong eloquence unite, 

In council cautious, reſolute in fight; | 
Whoſe gen'rous temper prompts him to defend, 
And patronize the man that wants a friend, 
You have, 'tis true, the noble Patron ſhown, 
But I, alas! am to 4rgy/e unknown. 


Still ev'ry one I met in this agreed, 
That writing was my-method to ſucceed ; 
But now preferments ſo poſſeſs'd my brain, 
That ſcarce I could produce u ſingle firain : 
Indeed I ſometimes hammer'd out a line, 
Without connection as without deſign. 


One morn upon the Princeſs this I writ, 
An Epigram that boaſts more truth than wit. 


Bs 


The pomp of titles eafp ſaith might bake, 
She ſcorn'd an empire for religion's fake: _ 

For this, on earth, the Britiſh crown ab u . 
And an immortal crown duererd in heav'n, 


 F#PISTLES. 


Again, while GEORG E's virtues rais'd my thought, 
The following lines prophetick fancy wrought. 


Methinks I fee fome Bard, whoſe beavnly rage 
Shall riſe in ſong, and cuarm a future age; 
Look back through time, and, rapt in wonder, trace 
The glorious ſeries of the Brunſwick race. 


From the firſt George theſe godlike kings deſcend, 
A line which only with the «world S] end. 
The next a gen'rous Prince renown'd in arms, 
Aud bleſs'd, long bleſs'd in Carolina's charms ; 
From theſe the refl. Nis thus fecure in peace, 
We jow the fields, aud reap the year's increaſe : 
New Commerce, wealthy Goddeſs, rears her head, 
And bids Britannia fleets their canvas ſpread 3 
| Unnumber'd ſhips the peopled ocean hide, 
And wealth returns with each revelying tide. 
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ne, ca Be DOE; . . 
Here page the fullen Moſe, in haſte I drefv'd, = | 
And through the croud of needy courtiers prefs'd ; * N | 
Though unſucceſsful, happy whilt T fee, - NY | | 
Thoſe eyes that glad a nation, ſhine on me, 1! 
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To the Right Honourable the 


Earl, of BURLINGTON. 


— — 


l LE you, my Lord, bid ſtately piles 
| 1 | aſcend, | 
5 rep 1 Or in your Chifavick bow'rs enjoy your 
S 
Where Pope unloads the boughs within his reach, 
The purple vine, blue plum, and bluſhing peach ; 
L jour 
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EPTISTLES. 
journey far Vou knew fat'Bards might tire, 
And, mounted, ſent me. or your um on” | 


'T'was on the hs las lake whats 
To take their weekly doſe of Hide-Park air; 

When forth we trot : no carts the road infeſt, 

For ftill on Sundays country horſes reſt. 

Thy gardens, - Ken/ington, we leave unſeen ;. 

Through Hammer/mith jog on to Turnham-greez :: 
That Turnham-green, which dainty pigeons fed, 

But feeds no more: for Solomon is dead. 

Three duſty. miles reach Branford's tedious town, 

For dirty ſtreet, and white-leg'd chickens known: 
Thence o'er wide ſhrubby heaths and furrow'd lanes,. 
We come, where Thames divides the meads of Stanes.. 
Me ferry d o'er ; for late the winter's flood 

Shook her frail bridge, and tore her piles of wood. 
Prepar'd for war, now Bag ſbot- Heath we crols, 
Where broken gameſters oft” repair their loſs. 

At Hartl:y- Row the foaming bit we preſt, 
While the fat landlord welcom'd ev'ry gueſt. 


A man lately. famous for feeding pigeons at Turnham- 
green. 


Supper 
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But robbers haunt no more the neighbouring wood; 


Be vixgins ſtill in tawp, but mothers here. 


14 Z PISOTTLE & 


Supper was ended, healths the glaſſes crowu d. 
Our hoſt extoll'd his wine at er round, 


- Relates the Juſtices late meeting there, 


How many bottles drank, and what their cheer ; 
What Lords had been his gueſts in days of yore, 
And prais d their wiſdom much, their drinking more. 


Let travellers the morning vigils keep ; 
The morning roſe; but we lay faſt aſleep. 
Twelve tedious miles we bore the ſultry ſan, 

And Popham-Lane was \carce in fight by one: 

The ftragling village harbour'd thieves of old, 
Twas here the ſtage-coach'd lafs refign'd her gold ; 
That gold which had in Londen purchas'd gowns, 
And ſent her home a Belle to country towns. 


Here unown'd infants find their daily food ; 
For ſhould the maiden mother nurſe her ſon, 
Twould ſpoil her match, when her good name is gone. 
Nor fail'd her breaſt to ſuckle nineteen more. 
Be juſt, ye Prudes, wipe off the long arrear ; 


EPIST LES. 15 


Satton we paſs, and leave her ſpacious down, 
And with the ſetting ſun reach Stockbridge town, 
O'er our parch'd tongue the rich, metheglin glides, 
And the red dainty trout our knife divides. 

Sad melancholy.ev'ry viſage wears ; 

What, no Election come in ſeven long years! 

Of all our race of Mayors, ſhall Sroww alone 

Be by Sir Richard's dedication known? | 

Our ſtreets no more with tides of ale ſhall float, 

Nor coblers feaſt three years upon one vote. 
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Next morn, twelve miles led o er th' unbounded plain, 
Where the clok'd ſhepherd guides his fleecy train. 

No leafy bow'rs a noonday ſhelter lend, 

Nor from the chilly dews at night defend : 

With wondrous art he counts the ſtragling flock, 

And by the fun informs you what's o'clock. 

How are our ſhepherds fall'n from ancient days! 

No Amaryllis chaunts alternate lays ; ' 

From her no liſt' ning echoes learn to fing, 

Nor with his reed the jocund valleys ring. 


Here ſheep the paſture hide, there harveſts bend, 
See Sarum's ſteeple o'er yon hill aſcend ; | 
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16 EPISTLES. 
Our horſes faintly trot,. beneath the heat, 
Ard our keen ſtomachs know the hour to ear. 
Who can forſake thy walls, and not admire 
The proud Cathedral, and the lofty ſpire ? 

What ſempſtreſs has not prov'd thy ſciſſars good? 
From hence firſt came th' intriguing ridinghood. 

Amid * three boarding-ſchoels well-ſtock'd with miſſes, 
Shall three knights errant ſtarve for want of kifles > 


A 

O'er the greewturf the miles flide ſwiſt away, I 
And Blandford ends the labours of the day, 4 
The morning roſe ; the ſupper reck'oning paid, 1 
N 1 


And our due fees diſcharg'd to man and maid, 
The ready oſtler near the ſtirrup ſtands, 
And as we mount, our half-pence load his hands. 


Now the ſteep hill fair Dorchefter o erlooks, 
Border d by meads, and waſh'd by filver brooks. 
Here ſleep my two companions eyes ſuppreſt, 
And propt in elbow chairs they ſnoring reft : 

T weary fit, and with my pencil trace 

Their painful poſtures, and their eyeleſs face; 


®* There are three bearding ue in this town, 
Ther 


AETSTLES. 17 
Then dedicate each glaſs to ſome fair name, | 
And on the faſh the diamond ſcrawls my flame. 
Now o'er true Roman way our horſes ſound, 
Grevius would kneel, and kiſs the ſacred ground. 
On either fide low fertile valleys lye, 
The diſtant proſpects tire the trav'ling eye. 
Through Bridport's ftony lanes our rout we take, 
And the proud ſteep deſcend to Morcombe's lake. 
As herſes paſs'd, our landlord robb'd the pall, 
And with the mournful ſcutcheon hung his hall. 


On unadulterate wine we here regale, 
And ſtrip the lobſter of his ſcarlet mail. 


We climb the hills when ftarry night aroſe, 
Aud Axminſter affords a kind repoſe. 
The maid ſubdu'd by fees, her trunk unlocks, 
And gives the cleanly aid of dowlas ſmocks. 
Mean time our ſhirts her buſy fingers rub, 
While the ſope lathers o'er the foaming tuh. 
If womens geer ſuch pleaſing dreams incite, | 1 
Lend us your ſmocks, ye damſels, ev'ry night | | 1 
We riſe, our beards demand the barber's att _ Wii 
A female enten und perform the part 1. 
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8 EPISTALES. 


The weighty golden chain adorns her neck, 


And three gold rings her fcilful band bedeck: + 


Smooth o'er our chin ber eaſy Fingers move, M 
Soft as when Venus ſtrok d the beard of we. 


Now from the ſteep, midſt ſcatter d farms and groves, 
Our eye through Henitor's fair valley roves. 


Behind us ſoon the buſy town we leave, 
Whęre fineft lace induſtrious laſſes weave. 
Now ſwelling clouds roll'd on; the rainy load 


eber and ſmok'd along the road ; 


When (O bleſt fight I) a friendly fign we ſpy d, 
Our ſpurs are flacken'd from the horſes fide ; 
For ſure a civil hoſt the houſe commands, | 
Upon whoſe fign this conrteous Motto ſtands. 
This is the ancient band and ede the pen; 
Here is for horſes hay, and meat for men. 
How rbyme would flouriſh, did each fon of fame 
Know his own genius, and direct bis flame! 


Then he, that could not Epic flights rehearſe, 


Might ſweetly mourn in Elegiac verſe. 
But were his Muſe for Elegy uakt, 
Perbaps 8 Diſtich might not ſuain his wit 
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If Epigram offend, his bar mileſs lines 

Might in gold letters ſwing on ale houſe ſigns. 
Then Hobbine/ might propagate his bays, 

And Tattle-ficlzs record his fimple lays ; 

Where rhymes like theſe might lure the nurſes eyes, 
While gaping infants ſquaw for farthing pies. 
Treat here, ye ſbepherds blithe, your damſe!s feet, 
For pies and cheeſecakes are for damſels meet. 

Then Maurus in his proper ſphere might ſhine, 

And theſe proud numbers grace great William's fign. 
* This is the man, this the Naſſovian, whom 

1 nam'd the brave deliverer to come. 

But now the driving gales ſuſpend the rain, 

We mount our ſteeds, and Dewor's city gain. 

Hail, happy native land! —— but I forbear, 

What other Counties muſt with envy hear, 


Prince Arthur, Book 5. nb 41 
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EPISTLEW 


To the Right Honourable 


WILLIAM PULTENEY, FE: 


BEST UT vn methicks you blame Wl 

SS breach of word; | v 

NY What, cannot Paris one poor page afford p 

Ves, I can ſagely, when the times are pat. | A 

folljes which I ſtrove to tale, W 7 

And each amuſement, which we fhar'd, review, B 

Pleas'd with meer talking, fince I talk to you. 1 

But how ſhall I deſcribe in bumble proſe, 1 

Their Balls, Aſſemblies, Operas and Beaus ? D 
In proſe, you cry! Oh no, the Muſe muſt aid, 

And leave Pa naſſus for the Twillerie's ſhade ; 
1155 | Shall 1 


EPISTLES. 57 
Shall he (who late Britannia's city trod, 
And led the draggled Muſe, with pattens ſhod, 


Through dirty lanes, and alley's doubtful ways) 
Refuſe to write, when Parir aſks his lays ! 


Well then, I'll try. Deſcend, ye beauteous Nine, 
In all the colours of the rainbow ſhine. 
Let ſparkling ſtars your neck and ear adorn, 
Lay on the bluſhes of the crimſon morn, 
So may ye balls and gay Aſſemblies grace, 
And at the Opera claim the foremoſt place. 


Trav'lers ſhould ever fit expreſſion chuſe, 
Nor with low phraſe the lofty theme abuſe. - 
When they deſcribe the ſtate of eaftern Lords, 
Pomp and magnificence ſhould ſwell their words ; 
And when they paint the ſerpent's ſcaly pride, 
Their lines ſhould hiſs, their numbers ſmoothly ſlide : 
But they, unmindful of Poetick rules, 
Deſcribe alike Mockaws, and Great - Moguli. 
Dampier would thus, without ill meaning ſatire, 
Dreſs forth in ſimple ſtyle the Perit-maitre. 


In Paris, 1 1 
Toe feen them at their Operas and Balli.) 
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Monkeys in actiar, perroquets in tall; 
They're crown'd with feathers, like the cockatoo, 
And, like camelions, daily change their hue 3 


Tren patches juſtly plac'd they borrow graces 
And with vermilion Jacker or their fates, © 


This cuſtom, at we wifebly diſcern, 


They, by frequenting Lathes roilterns; "learn. 
Thus might the trav Jer eaſy truth impart. 


Into the ſubject let me nobly ſtart !- 


How happy lives the man, how ſure to charm, 
Whoſe knot embroider'd flutters down his arm ? 
On him the Ladies caſt the yielding glance, 
Sigh in his ſongs, and languiſh in his dance; 
While wretched is the Wit, contemn'd, forlorn, 


Whoſe gummy hat no ſcarlet plumes adorn z 


No broider'd flow'rs his worſted ancle grace, 


Nor cane emboſs d with gold directs his pace 


No Lady's favour on his ſword is hung. 
What, though Apollo diftate from his tongue, 
His wit is ſpiritleſs and void of grace, 
Who wants th' aſſurance of broeade and lace. 


Tuch fand ere, they dance when-cer they walk, "ys 


If 
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hile the gay fop genteelly talks of weather, 


ies Court Lady though he write and ſpell, - 
Wis nfiouet ſtep was faſhion'd by“ Marce/! ; 
ie dreſſes, fences, What avails to know ? 


Ws this the thing, you cry, that Paris boaſts ? | 
Ws this the thing renown'd among our 'Toaſts ? 
or ſuch a flutt'ring fight we need not roam; 
Our own Aſſemblies ſhine with theſe at home. 


Let us into the field of Beauty ſtart; 


WT bink not, ye Fair, that I the Sex accuſe : 
How ſhall I ſpare you, prompted by the Muſs? 
= (The Muſes all are Prudet) ſhe rails, ſhe frets, 
Amidf this ſprightly nation of Coguettes 3 = 
Vet let not us their Iooſe coquett'ry blame; 

women of ev'ry nation are the ſame, 

You aſk me, if Perifiar daihes, like ours, 
With rattling dice prophane the Sunday's hours 3 
If they the gameſter's pale-ey'd vigils keep, 
And ftake their honour while their huſbands ſeep. 
* 4 Famous dancing-maſier, | 
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he fair in raptures doat upon his father; 


For women chuſe their men, like ſilks, for ſhow, | 
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Yes, Sir, like Eng/i6 Toaſts, the dames of France | 
Will riſque their income on a ſingle chance. 
Nannette laſt night at tricking Pharaon play'd, 
The cards the Taillier's ſliding hand obey d; 
To day her neck no brilliant circle wears, 

Nor the ray-darting pendant loads her ears. 
Why does old Chlaris an Aſſembly hold? 
Alois each night divides the ſharper's gold. 
Corinna's cheek with frequent lofſes burns, 
And no bold Trente la wa her fortune turns. 
Ah too raſh virgin! where's thy virtue flown? ? 
She pawns her perſon for the ſharper's loan. 
Yet who with juſtice can the fair upbraid, 
Whoſe debts of honour are ſo duly paid? | 1 


But let me not forget the Tailette's cares, 

Where art each morn the languid cheek repairs : 
'This red's too pale, nor gives a diſtant grace ; 
Madame to-day puts on her Opera face; 

From this we ſcarce extract the milk-maid's bloom, 
Bring the deep dye that warms acroſs the room; _ 
Now flames her cheek, fo ſtrong her charms prevail, 
That on her gown the filken roſe looks pale 

Nor 
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Not but that France ſome native beauty boaſts, | 
Clermont and Charolois might grace our Toaſts. 


When the ſweet-breathing ſpring unfolds the buds, 
Love flys the duſty town for ſhady woods. 
Then Tottenham fields with roving beauty ſwarm, 
And Hampſtead Balls the city virgin warm, 
Then Chelſea's meads o'erhear perfidious vows, 
And the preſt graſs defrauds the grazing cows. 
"Tis here the ſame ; but in a higher ſphere, 
For ev'n Court Ladies fin in open air. | 
What Cit with a gallant would truſt his ſpouſe 
Beneath the tempting ſhade of Greenwich boughs ? 
What Peer of France would let his Dutcheſs rove, 
Where Boulogne's cloſeſt woods invite to love? 
But here no wife can blaſt her huſband's fame, 
Cuckold is grown an honourable name. 
Stretch'd on the graſs the ſhepherd ſighs his pain, 
And on the graſs what ſhepherd fighs in vain ? 
On Chloe's lap here Damon lay'd along, 
Melts with the languiſh of her am'rous ſong ; 
There bis flies Palæmon through che glade, 
Nor tips by chance till in the thickeſt ſhade ; 


Ver. II. C Here 
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mee C:limee defends her lips and bre. 
| For kiſſes are by ſiruggling cloſer preſt ; 

q Alexis there with eager flame grows bold, 

| Nor can the nymph his wanton fingers hold; 


| Be wiſe, Alexis ; what ſo near the road ! 1-4 

5 Hark, a-coach rolls, and iraſbands are abroad 

1 Such were our pleaſures in the days of yore, 

1 When am'rous Charles Brirummiaꝭs ſeepter bore ; 

The nightly ſcene of joy the Park was made, 

1 And Love in couples peopled ey ry ade. 
95 But fince at Court the rurat taſte is loft, 


I What mighty Sums have velvet couches coſt ! e 
Sometimes the Tuillerie's gawdy walk I love, 

j Where I through crowds of ruſtling manteaus rove; 
| As here from fide to fide my eyes I caft, | 
l And gaz d on all the-glitt'ring train thatpaſt, 
Sudden a fop ſteps forth before the reft ; 

'$ I knew the bold embroidery of his veſt. 


Hie thus accoſts me with familiar air, 
Parblen / on a fait cet habit en Angleterre ! | 
Ruelle manche ! ce gaton oft graffieremtent rang, 
Vila quelque cha de fort beau et d gage ako 
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This ſaid: On his red heel he turns, and then bi 
Hums a ſoft minuet, and proceeds agen. 
Well; now youve Paris geen, youll frankly we 
Your boafted London feem a country ten; 
Has Chriftianity yet reach'd your nation ? 
Are tharches built Are Maſquerades in fofhion 3 
Do daily Soups your dinners introduce? 
Are muſtck, ſnuff, and coaches yet in uſe # 
Pardon me, Sir; we know the Paris mode, 
And gather Politge from Courts abroad. 
Like you, our Conttiers keep a num'rous train 
To load their coach, and tradeſmen dun in vain. 
Nor has religion left us in the lurch, 
And, as in France, our vulgar croud the Church; 
Our Ladies too ſupport the Maſquerade, 
The ſex by nature love th' intriguing trade. 
Straight the vain fop in ign'rant rapture cries, 
Paris the barb"rous world will civilize ! 
Pray, Sir, point out among the paſſing band 
The preſent Beauties who the town command. 
See youder dame ; frift virtus chills her breafl, 
Mark in her eye demure the Prude profeft ; | 
That frozen boſom native fire muſt want, 
Which boaſts of conflancy to one Gallant ! 
C 2 This 
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This next the ſpoils of fifty lowers wears, $f 
Rich Dandin's brilliant favours grace her ears; 
The necklace Florio's gen'rovs flame beflow'd, 
Clitander's arkling gems her finger load; 

But now, her charms grown cheap by conſtant uſe, + 
de fins. for ſearfo,  clock'd flockings, knots, and hoes. 
This next, with ſober gate and ſerious leer, 

Wearies her knees with morn and ning prayer; 
She ſcorns th" ignoble love of feeble pages, 

But <wwith three Abbots in one night engages. 

This with the Cardinal her nights employs, 

Where holy finews conſecrate her joys. 

Why have I promis'd things h:yond my power ! 

Five affignations await me at this hour, 

The ſprightly Counteſs firſt my wiſit claims, 
To-morrow fhall indulge inferior dames. 

Pardon me, Sir ; that thus I take my leave, 

Gay Florimella /ily twitch'd my ſleeve. 
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Adieu, Monſfieur—— The Opera hour draws near. 
Not ſee the Opera! all the world is there; 
Where on the ſtage th' embroider'd youth of France 
In bright array attract the female glance: 
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This langaiſhes, this ſtruts to ſhow his mien, 
And not a gold-clock'd ſtocking moves unſeen, 


Bit hark ! the full Oreheſtra ſtrike the ſtrings; 
The Hero. ſtruts, and the whole audience fings. 


My jarring ear harſh grating murmurs wound, 
Hoarſe and confus'd, like Babe/'s mingled ſound. 
Hard chance had plac'd me near a hoiſy throat, 
That in rough quavers bellow'd ev'ry note. 

Pray Sir, ſays I, ſuſpend a-while your ſong, 

The Opera's drown'd ; yon ing wen Wong! 
I wiſh to hear your Ro/and's ranting ſtrain, 

While he with rooted foreſts ſtrows the plain. 

Sudden he ſhrugs ſurprize, and anſwers quick, 
Monſieur apparement n aime pas la muſique. 

Then turning round, he join'd th* ungrateful noide ; 
And the loud Chorus thunder'd with his voice. 


O ſooth me with ſume ſoft Italias air, 
Let harmony compole my tortur'd ear | 
When Anaſftefia's voice commands the ſtrain, 
The melting warble thrill through ev'ry- vein ; 
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If loſt to learning, if enſlav'd by arms; 


Re RPISOCLAES 
Thought tands ſaſpenſe, and filence pleas d attends, 


-While in her notes the -heav'nly Choir defcends. 


But you'll imagine I'm a Frexchman grown, * 


Pleas'd and content with nothing but my own, 


So ſtrongly with this prejudice poſſeſt, -- 


He thinks. French muſick and Freach painting beſt. 


Mention the force of learn'd Corulli's notes, 
Some ſcraping fidler of their Ball he quotes ; 


Talk of the ſpirit Raphed's pencil gives, 


Yet warm with life whoſe ſpeaking picture lives 3 
Yes Sir, ſays he, in colour and defign, 
Rigaut and Raphael are extremely fine ! 


"Tis true his country's love tranſports his breaft 
With warmer zeal, than your old Greeks proſeſt. 
Der lov'd his #haca of yore, 

Yet that ſage trav Iler left his native ſhore ; 
What ftronger vertue in the Frenchman ſhines ! 
He to dear Paris all his life confines. 

I'm not ſo fond. There are; I mult confeſs, 
Things which might make me love my country lefs. 
I ſhould not think my Britain had ſach charms, 


Franc 


resse 2 
France has her Richliews and her Colberts known, 
And then, I grant it, France in ſcience ſhone ; 
We too, I own, without ſuch aids may chance 
In ignorance and pride to rival France, 


But let me not forget Corneille, Racine, 
Boileau's ſtrong; ſenſe and Moliere's hum'rous Scene. 
Let Cambray's name be ſung above the reſt, 
Whoſe maxims, Palt*ney, warm thy patriot breaſt ; 
In Mentor's precepts wiſdom ſtrong and clear 
Dictates ſublime, and diſtant nations hear. 

Hear all ye Princes, who the world controul, 
What cares, what terrors haunt the tyrant's ſoul ; 
His conſtant train are anger, fear, diſtruſt, 
To be a King, is to be good and juſt; 
His people he protects, their rights he faves, 
And ſcorns to rule a wretched race of flaves. 


A 


| 
4 


Happy, thrice happy ſhall the monarch reign, 
Where guardian laws deſpotic power reſtrain ! 
There ſhall the plough-ſhare break the ſtubborn-land, 
And bending harveſts tire the peaſant's hand : 
There liberty her ſettled manſion boaſts, 
There commerce plenty brings from foreign coaſts. 
C4 O 
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O Britain, guard thy laws, thy rights defend, 
So ſhall theſe bleſſings to thy ſons deſcend ! 


You'll think 'tis time ſome other theme to chuſe, 
And not with Beaus and Fops fatigue the Muſe ! 
Should I let Satyr looſe on Egli ground, 
There fools of various character abound ; 
But here my verſe is to one race confin'd, 
All Frenchmen are of Petit-maitre kind. | 
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To the Right Honourable 


PAUL METHUEN, Eſq 


% SAP iff 9 * tis encouragement makes Science 
W ſpread, | 

3 BL I [+ rarely Prad, d, though tis often fajd; 
SHS when learning droops and fickens in the 
What Patron's found to lend a ſaving hand ? 

True gen'rous Spirits proſp'rous vice deteſt, 

And love to cheriſh vertue when diſtreſt: 
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AER Le bis ths 
Our miphty Lords mult think bod en like yoo. 


' Why muſt we climb the Alias mountain's ſides 
To find the feat where Harmony reſides ? 
Why touch we not fo ſoft the ſilver lute, __ 
The chearful haut boy, and the mellow flute? 
Tis not th' Talian clime improves the ſound, - 

- But there the Patrons of her ſons are found. 


Why flouriſh'd verſe in great Auguſtus reign ? 
He and Merarnas lov'd the Muſe's firain. 
But now that wight in poverty maſt mourn 
Who was (O cruel ftars !) a Poet born. 
Yet there are ways for authors to be great; 
Write ranc'rous libels to reform the State: 
Or if you chooſe more ſure and ready ways, | 
Spatter a Miniſter with fulſome praiſe; + os 
Lanch out with freedom, flatter him enough z 
Fear not, all men are dedication proof. 
Be bolder yet, you muſt go farther ſtill, _ 
Dip deep in gall thy mercenary quill, 
He who his pen in party quarrels draws, 
Liſts an hir'd bravo 0 ſupport the cauſe; 


EPISTAES 


He wuſt indulge his Pacron's hate and ſpleen. 


And ſtab the fame of thoſe he ne'er has ſeen, 


Why then ſhould authors mourn their deſp'rate caſe ? 


Be brave, do this, and then demand a place. 
Why art thou poor ? exert the gifts to riſe, 
And baniſh tim'rous vertue from thy eyes. 


All this ſeems modern preface, where we're told 
That wit is prais'd, but hungry lives and cold : 


Againſt th' ungrateful age theſe authors roar, 
And fanſy learning ſtarves becauſe they're poor. 
Yet why ſhould learning hope ſucceſs at Court? 
Why ſhould our Patriots vertue's cauſe ſupport ? 
Why to true merit ſhould they have regard ? 
They know that virtue is its own reward. 

Yet let not me of grievances complain, 

Who (though the meaneſt of the Muſes train) 
Can boaſt ſubſcriptions to my humble lays, 

And mingle profit with my little praiſe. 


Aſk Painting, why ſhe loves Heſperian air. 
Go view, ſhe cries, my glorious labours there; 
There in rich palaces I reign in ſtate,” 

And on the temples lofty domes create. 
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The Nobles view wy works with knowing eyes, 
n e r ert roma raged my 


Why didſt thon, Kent, forgo thy native land, 

To emulate in picture Rabas hand? 

Think iſt thou for this to raiſe thy name at home? 

Go back, adorn the palaces of Rome ; 

There on the walls let thy juſt 1abours ſhine, 

And Raphael live again in thy deſign. 

Yet ſtay awhile ; call all thy genius forth, 

For Burlington unbiaſs'd knows thy worth ; | 
His judgment in thy maſter ſtrokes can trace 

Titian's ſtrong fire and Guidv's ſofter grace; 

But, oh conſider, ere thy works appear, 

Canſt thou unhurt the tongue of envy hear ? 

Cenſure will blame, her breath was ever ſpent 

To blaſt the laurels of the Eminent. 

While Burlington's proportion'd columns riſe, 

Does not he ſtand the gaze of envious eyes ? 

Doors, windows are condemn'd by paſſing fook, 

Who know not that they damn Pal/adio's rules. 

If Chandos with a lib'ral hand beftow, 

Cenſure imputes it all to pomp and ſhow ; 
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When, if the motive right were underſtood, 
His daily pleaſure is in doing good. | 


Had Pope with groveling numbers fill'd his page, 
Dennis had never kindled into rage. 
'Tis the ſublime that hurts the Critic's eaſe ; 
Write nonſenſe and he reads and ſleeps in peace. 
Were Prior, Congreve, Swift and Pope unknown, 
Poor ſlander · ſelling Czr// would be undone. 
He who would free from malice paſs his days, 
Muſt live obſcure, and never merit praiſe, 
But let this tale to valiant virtue tell 
The daily perils of org well. 


een plain, 
Juſt as a lark deſcending clos'd his ftrain. 
The crow beſpoke him thus with ſolemn grace, 
Thou moſt accompliſh'd of the feather'd race, 


What force of lungs! how clear! how ſweet you ſing! | 


And no bird ſoars upon a ſtronger wing. 

The lark, who ſcorn'd ſoft flatt ry, thus replies, 
True, I fing ſweet, and on ſtrong pinion riſe ; 
Yet let me paſs my life from envy free, 

For what advantage are theſe gifts to me ? 
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My ſong confines me to the wiry cage. 
My flight provokes the falcon's fatal rage. 
But as you paſs I hear the fowlers ſay, 


To ſhoot at cro is powder flung away. 


wry 


\ : 


— 8 * yy 2 ** 
—_— —y  __ w_—— ——ĩ˙ — . ee. — 


2 


—— 


3 


- 


— 
l 8 a, — - r — —-— 
1 — — — COR — — er er cs” — — ”Y — i - 
—— ———— —„—ꝛ —— — — * 2 _ eo - *. I 2 1 * 
# I _ — * . . _ * 4 


= — o - 
— —— —A(ꝓkk — — ww — — — — — 4 — 


2 
= 

1 

* 
— = H 
" | H 

+ 

£1 
+} 
+1 

+ 

* 

” / y 

4 i 

i 

CT 

% * 

- | 

. g 

5 : 

- - : 

| 7 
4 ; 
> 


4s 


nn 


rene et fs oc Gr a a — Crt eh A AA 44 


- 4 2 = - I - ” w—iS — — 
_ —_ SSR ———— —— —— - — — - — 
— - 


—— — — 


— — — — ͤ U.té— — 
. 27 i fond . — _— V 
A — 24 


2 8 —— 


An Anſwer to the Sompner's Prologue 
of Chaucer, 


In imitation of Chaucer's fſiyle. 


Bl And ſaine on the Freers his tale japing 


and bold ; 
A How that in Hell they ſearchen near 
and wide, 


And ne one Freer in all thilke place eſpyde, 
But ho! the devil turn'd his erſe about, 
And twenty thouſand Freers wend in and out. 


n T 4 5 3 


By e eee 
The devil's belly is che hive of Freer. by 


Now liſtneth lordings ! forthwith ye ſhall hear, 
What happened at a houſe in Lancaſbire. 
A miſere that had londs and tenement, 
Who raketh from his vaillaines taxes and rent, 
Owned a houſe which emptye long y-ſtood, 
Full deeply ſited in a derkning wood, 
Murmring a ſhallow brook runneth along, 
Mong the round ſtones it maken doleful ſong. 


Ty 


Now there ſpreaden a rumour that everich night 
The rooms ihaunted been by many a ſprite, 
The miller avouchech, and all thereabout, 
That they full oft” hearen the helliſh rout ; 
Some ſaine they hear the jingling of chain, 
And ſome hath yheard the pſautries ftraines, 

At midnight ſome the headleſs horſe imeet, 
And ſome eſpien a corſe in a white ſheet, 
And oother things, faye, elfin and elfe, 
And ſhapes that fear createn to it ſelfe. 
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Now it ſo hapt, there was not ferre away, 
Of gray Freers n fair and rich Abbaye, 
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Where liven a Freer ycleped Pere Thomas, 
Who daren alone in derke through church-yerds paſs. 


This Freer would lye in thilke houſe all night, 
In hope he might eſpyen a dreadful ſprite. 
He taketh candle, beades, and holy watere, 
And legends eke of Saintes, and bookes of prayere. 
He entreth the room, and looketh round about, 
And haſpen the door to haſpen the goblin out. 
The candle hath he put cloſe by the bed, 
And in low tone his awe marye ſaid. 
And maken croſs on key hole of the doore. 
Ne was there not a mouſe-hole in thilke place, 
But he y- croſſed bath by God his grace; 
He croſſed hath this, and eke he croffed that, 
With Benedicite and God knows What. 


Now he goeth to bed and lieth adown, | 
When the clock had juſt ſtricken the twelfth ſoun. 
Bethinketh hem now what the cauſe had ibeen, 
Why many ſprites by mortals have been ſeen. 
Hem remembreth how Dan Plutarch hath y-ſgd 
That Cæſar's ſprite came to Brute his bed; 


. . 
Of chains that frighten erſt A-temidore 
The tales of Pine, Yalers, and many more. 
Hem thinketh that ſonie murdere here been done, 
And he mought ſee ſome bloodye ghoſt anone, 
Or that ſome orphlines writings here be ſtor d, 
Or pot of gold laine deep beneath a board : 
Or thinketh hem, if he mought ſee no ſprite, 
The Abbay mought OY this houſe cheape outright. 


As hem thus thinketh, anone aſleep he lies, 
Up ſtarten Sathanas with ſaucer eyes. . 
He turneth the Freer upon his face downright, 
Diſplaying his nether cheeks ful broad and white, 
Then quoth Dan Sathanas as he thwack'd him ſore, 
Thou didft forget to guard thy poſtern door. 
There is an hole which hath not croſſed been: 
Farewel, from whence I came, I creepen in. 


Now plain it is ytellen in my verſe, 
If Devils in hell bear Freers in their erſe, 
On earth the Devil in Freers doth y-dwell ; 
Were their no Freer, the Devil monght keep in Hell. 
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N 
Man may lead a happy life, 
Without that needful thing a wife: 
This long have luſty Abbots known, 


Who ne'er knew ſpouſes of their ow. 


What though your houſe be clean and neat, 
With couches, chairs, and beds compleat ; 
Though you each day invite a friend, 

Though he ſhould every diſh commend, 

On Bagſhot-heath your mutton fed, 

Yc ir fowls at Brandford born and bred ; 
Though pureſt wine your cellars boaſt, 

Wine worthy of the faireſt Toaſt ; 

Yet there are other things requir'd : 

Ring, and let's ſee the maid you hir'd ——— 
Bleſs me ! thoſe bSnds might hold a broom, = 
Twitle round a mop, and waſh a room, 
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A batchelor his maid ſhould keep, 
Not for that ſervile uſe to ſweep, 
Let her his humour underſtand, + * 
And turn to ev'ry thing her hand. 
Get you a laſs that's young and tight, 
Whoſe arms are, like her apron, white; 
What though Her ſhift be ſeldom ſeen ? 
Let that though coarſe be always clean; 
She might each morn your tea attend, 

And on your wriſt your ruffle mend; 


Then if you break a roguiſh Jeſt, 


Or ſqueeze her hand, or pat her breaſt, 
St. Aries, oh dear Sir, don't be naught | 
And bluſhes ſpeak her laſt night's fault. 
To her your houſhold cares conſide, 

Let your key jingle at her fide, 

A footman's blunders teaſe and fret ye, 


Eben while you chide you ſmile on Betty, 


Diſcharge him then, if he's too ſpruce, 
For Betty's for his maſter's uſe. 


- Will you your am'rous fancy balk, 


For fear ſont prudiſh neighbour talk! | 
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But you'll object, that you're afraid 
Of the pert freedoms of a maid; 
Beſides your wiſer heads will fay, 
That ſhe who turns her hand this way, 
From one vice to another drawn, | 
Will lodge your filver ſpoens in pawn. 
More need to learn the pilf ring trade? 
For love all Betty's wants ſupplies, 
Laces her ſhoes, her manteau dyes, 
All her ſtuff ſuits ſhe flings away, 

And wears thread ſattin every day. 


Who then a dirty drab would hire, 
Brown as the hearth of kitchin fire? 
When all muſt own, were Berry put 
To the black duties of the flut, 

As well ſhe ſcow'rs or ſcrubs a floor, 
And ſtill is good for ſomething more. 


Thus to avoid the greater vice, 
I knew a Prieſt, of conſcience nice, 
To quell his luſt for neighbour's ſpouſe, 
Keep fornication in his houſe. 


43 „ M A 


But you're impatient all this time, 


Fret at my counſel, curſe my rbyme, 
Be ſatisfy d. I'll talk no more, 

For thus my tale begins Of yore 
There dwelt at Blois a Prieſt full fair, 


With rolling eye and criſped hair, 


His chin hung low, his brow. was ſleek, 


Plenty lay baſking on his cheek, - 
Whole days at cloyſter grates he ſat, 
Ogled, and talk'd of this and that 

So feelingly ; the Nuns lamented * + 
That double bars were e' er invented. 
If he the wanton wife confeſt 


With downcaſt eye, and heaving breaſt; 


He ftrok'd her cheek to ſtill her fear, 
And talk'd of fins en Cavalier. 


Each time enjoyn'd her penance mud. 


* 


At ev'ry jovial goflip's feaſt 
Pere Bernard was a welcome gueſt, 
Mirth ſuffer'd not the leaſt reſtraint, 


He could at will ſhake of the faint: _ 


Nor frown'd he when they freely ſpoke, 
But ſhook his ſides, and took the joke 3 
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CP ALES. 
Nes fail'd he to promote the jeſt, 
And ſhar'd the fins which they confeſt. 


Vet that he might not always rome, 
He kept conveniencies at home. 

His maid was in the bloom of beauty, 
Well limb'd for ev'ry ſocial duty ; 
He meddled with no houſhold cares, 
To her confign'd his whole affairs; 
She of his Study kept the keys, 

For he was ſtudious of his eaſe: 
She had the power of all his locks, 
Could rummage ev'ry cheſt and box, 
Her honeſty ſuch credit gain'd, 

Not e' en the cellar was reſtrain'd. 


In troth it was a goodly ſhow, 
Lin'd with full hogſheads all a- row 
One veſlel, from the rank remov'd, 
Far dearer than the reſt he lov'd. 
Pour la bonne bouche twas ſet afide, 
To all but choĩceſt friends deny d. 
He now and then would ſend a quart, 
To warm ſome wife's retentive heart, 
Ver. II. D 
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Againſt confeſſion's ſullen hour: 

Wine has all ſecrets in its power. 

At common feaſts it had been waſte, 

Nor was it fit for layman's taſte, 

If monk or friar were his gueſt, 

They drank it, for they know the bet.” 
Nay, he at length ſo fond was grown, 

He always drank it when alone. 


Who fhall recount his civil labours, 
In pious viſits to his neighbours ? 
Whene'er weak huſbands went aſtray, 
He gueſt their wives were in the way, 
Twas then his charity was ſhown, 
He choſe to ſee them when alone. 


Now was he bent on cuckoldom : 

He knew friend Dennis was from home; 
His wife (a poor neglected beauty, 
Defrauded of a huſband's duty) 

Had often told him at confeſſion, 

How hard ſhe ſtruggled gainſt tranſgreſſion. 
He now reſolves, in heat of blood, 

To try bow firm her virtue ſtood. 


He knew that wine (to love belt aid) 

Has oft” made bold the ſhamefac'd maid, 

Taught her to romp, and take more freedoms, 
Than nymphs train'd up at Sts or Needbam's, _ 


A mighty bottle ſtraight he choſe, 
Such as might give two Friars their doſe : 
Nannette he call'd : the cellar door 
She ſtrait unlocks, deſcends before, 
He follow'd cloſe. But when he ſpys 
His fav'rite caſk ; with lifted eyes 
And lifted hands aloud he crys. 
Heigh day ! my darling wine aſtoop ! 
It muſt, alas! have ſprung a hoop ; 
That there's a leak is paſt all doubt, 
(Reply'd the maid) — I'll find it out. 
She ſets the candle down in haſte, 
Tucks her white apron round her waſte, 
The hogſhead's mouldy ſide aſcends, 
She ſtraddles wide, and downward bends ; 
So low ſhe ſtoops to ſeek the flaw, 
Her coats roſe high, her maſter ſaw — 
I ſee — he crys —— (then claſpt her faſt) 
The leak through which my wine has paſt. 
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Then all in haſte the maid deſcended, 
And in a trice the leaks was mended. 


He found in Nannerte all he wanted, 
So Dennis brows remain'd unplanted. 
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Ere fince this time all luſty Friars 1 
(Warm'd with predominant defires, 
Whene'er the fleſh with ſpirit quarrels) 
Look on the ſex as leaky barrels. 
Reware of theſe, ye jealous ſpouſes, 
From ſuch like coopers guard your houſes ; 

. For if they find not work at home, 
For jobs through all the town they rome. 
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N Abbot rich (whoſe taſte was good | | 
Alike in ſcience and in food) We 

His Biſhop had reſoly'd to treat ; 1 
The Biſhop came, the Biſhop eat; 5 ) | 
Tas filence, till their ſtomachs fail'd ; ' 


And now at Hereticks they rail'd ; 
What Hereſy (the Prelate ſaid) 1 
Is in that Church where Prieſts may wed ! [| 
Do not we take the Church for life ? 
But thoſe divorce her for a wife, 

Like laymen keep her in their houſes, 
And own the children of their ſpouſes. 
Vile practices! the Abbot cry'd, 

For pious uſe we're ſet afide ! 


Shall we take wives ? marriage at beft 
Is but carnality profeſt. 
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Who croſs'd the room, he mark'd her eye 
That glow'd with Love ; his pulſe beat bigh; 
Fye, father, fye (the Prelate cries) or 
A maid fo young! for ſhame, be wiſe. 
Theſe indiſcretions lend a handle 
To lewd lay tongues, to give us ſcandal ; 

44 For your vows ſake, this rule I give t'ye, 

\ i Let all your maids be turn'd of fifty. 


The Prieſt rephy d, I have not ſwerv d, 
But your chaſte precept well obſerv'd ; 
1 That laſs full twenty five has told, 
it I ve yet another who's as old; 

| Into one ſum'their ages caſt "WM 
80 both my maids are fifty pat. 


14 The Prelate ſmil'd, but durſt not blame; 
11 For why ? his Lordſhip did the ſame. 


Let thoſe who reprimand their brothers, 
Firſt mend the faults they find in others. 


A true STORY of an APPARITION. 


Cepticks (whoſe ſtrength of argument makes out 
That wiſdom's deep inquiries end in doubt) 

Hold this aſſertion poſitive and clear, 

That ſprites are pure deluſions rais d by fear. 

Not that fam'd ghoſt, which in prefaging ſaund 
Call'd Brutus to Philippi's fatal ground; 

Nor can Tiberius Gracchus) goary ſhade 

Theſe ever-doubting diſputants perſuade. 

Straight they with ſmiles reply ; thoſe tales of old 
By viſionary Prieſts were made and told: 

Oh might ſome at dead of night appear, 

And make you * conviction by your fear 

I know your ſubers my eaſy faith accuſe, 

Which with ſuch idle legends ſcares the Mule : 
But think not that I tell thoſe vulgar ſprites, 
Which frighted boys relate on winter nights ; 
How cleanly milk-maids meet the fairy train, 
How headleſs horſes drag the clinking chain, 
Night-roaming ghoſts, by ſaucer eye- balls known, 
The common ſpectres of each country town. 
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No, I ſuch fables can like you defpiſe,,, 
And laugh to hear theſe nurſe-invenited lies. 
Yet has not oft the fraudful guardian's fright 
Compell'd him to reſtore an orphan's right? 

And can we doubt that horrid ghoſts aſcend, 
Which on the conſcious mard'rers ſteps a 4 
Hear then, and let atteſted truth prevail, | 
From faithful lips I learnt the dreadful tale. 
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Where 4rden's foreſt ſpreads its limits wide, 
V hoſe branching paths the doubtful road divide, 


] A trav'ler took his ſolitary way ; 

| | When low beneath the hills was ſunk the day. 
in And now the ſkies with gath'ring dark neſs lour, 
TH 


The branches ruſtle with the threaten'd ſhower ; 

With ſudden blaſts the foreſt murmurs ad, | 
1 Indented lightnings cleave the ſable cloud, 

| | Thunder on thunder breaks, the tempeſt roars, 
| And heav'n diſcharges all its watry ſtores. 

1 The wand ring trav ler ſhelter ſeeks in vain, 
[2 And ſhrinks and ſhivers with the beating rain; 
4 On his ſteed's neck the flacken'd bridle lay, 

''  Who«choſe with cautious ſtep th uncertain way; 


And 
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And now he checks the rein, and halts to hear 


If any noiſe foretold a village near. 

At length from far a ſtream of light he ſees 

Extend its level ray between the trees ; 

Thither he ſpeeds, and as he nearer came 

Joyful he knew the lamp's domeſtick flame 

That trembled through the window; croſs the way 
Darts forth the barking cur, and ſtands at bay. 


It was an ancient lonely houſe, that ſtood 
Upon the borders of the ſpacious wood ; 
Here towers and antique battlements ariſe, 
And there in heaps the moulder'd ruin lies; 
Some Lord this manſion held-in days of yore, 
To chaſe the wolf, and pierce the foaming boar : 
How chang'd, alas, from what it once had been 
"Tis now degraded to a publick Inn. 


Straight he diſmounts, repeats his loud commands; 


Swift at the gate the ready landlord ſtands ; 
With frequent cringe he bows, and begs excuſe, 
His houſe was full, and ev'ry bed in uſe. _ 
What not a garret, and no ftraw to ſpare 2 
Why then the kitchin-fire and elbow-chair 
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Shall ſerve for once to nod away the night. W 
The kitchin ever is the fervant's right, q 
Replies the hoſt 3 there, all the fire around, T 
The Count's tir'd footmen ſnore upon the ground. Ti 
The maid, who liſten'd to this whole debate, 
With pity learnt the weary ſtranger's fate. Sh 
Be brave, the cries, you ſtill may be our gueſt, Ne 
Our haunted room was ever held the beſt ; Of 
If then your valour can the fright ſuſtain W 
Of rattling curtains and the clinking chain, Ax 
If your courageous tongue have power to talk, In 
When round your bed the horrid ghoſt ſhall walk ; Ex 
If you dare aſk it, why it leaves its tomb, Th 
| I'll ſee your Sheets well air'd, and ſhow the room. Tb 
$ Soon as the frighted maid her tale had told, Th 
| The ſtranger enter'd, for his heart was bold. Sw 
| Th 
1 'The damſel led him through a ſpacious hall, Ar 
Where Ivy hung the half-demoliſh'd wall ; Th 
She frequent look ' d behind, and chang'd her hue, Th 
7 While fancy tips the candle's flame with blue. 10 
| And now they gain'd the winding ſtairs aſcent, Lik 


„And to the loneſome room of terrors went. 
| " | When 
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When all was ready ſwift retir'd the majd, hop 
The watch lights burn, tuckt warm in bed was lad 
The hardy ſtranger, and attends the ſprite 28 
Till his accuſtom'd walk at dead of night. | 
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Shake the looſe lock, and ſwing the creaking door; 

Nearer and nearer draws the dreadful ſound 

Of rattling chains, that dragg'd upon the ground : 

When lo, the ſpectre came with horrid ſtride, 

Approach'd the bed, and drew the curtains wide ; 

In human form the ghaſtful Phantom ſtood, 

Expos'd his mangled boſom dy'd with blood, 

Then ſilent pointing to his wounded breaſt, 

Thrice wav'd his hand. Beneath the ſrighted gueſt 

The bed - cords trembled, and with ſhudd' ring fear, 

Sweat chill'd his limbs, high zoſe his briſtled hair; 

Then mutt'ring haſty pray'rs, he mann'd his heart, 
And cry'd aloud ; Say, whence and who thou art. 
| The ſtalking ghoſt with hollow voice replys, 

Three years are counted, fince with mortal eyes 

I ſaw the ſun, and vital air reſpir'd. 

Like thee benighted, and with travel tir'd, 
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At firſt he hears the wind with hollow roar 7M | 
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See Hill the planks the bloody mark retain; 


Silent they walk; and now through groves they pa 
Now through wet meads their ſteps imprint the graf: ; 


Within theſe walls I ſlept. O thirſt of gain f 


Stretch'd on this very bed, from ſleep I ſtart, 
And fee the ſteel impending o'er my heart; 

The barb'rous hoſteſs held the lifted knife, 
The floor ran purple with my guſhing life. 

My treaſure now they ſeize, the golden ſpoil 
They bury deep beneath the graſs-grown ſoil, 
Far in the common held. Be bold, ariſe, 
My fteps ſhall lead Meß to che ſecret prize; 


Eee - e eee K 
I loud on juſtice, bid her not retard hh Pe 
aniſh murder ; lay my ghoſt at reſt, U 


"0 Mall with peace ſecure thy nights be bleſt; 
And when beneath theſe boards my bones are found, 
Decent inter them i in. ſoms ſacred ground, 


Here ceas d the ghoſt. Oe ſprings from bed, 
And boldly follows where the Phantom led; 
The half. worn ſtony ſtairs they now deſcend, 
Where paſſages obſcure their arches bend 
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At length amidſt a ſpacious field they came: 

There ſtops the ſpectre, and aſcends in flame. 
Amaz'd he ſtood, no buſh, nor briar was found, 
To teach his morning ſearch to find the ground; 
What could he do? the night was hideous dark, 
Fear ſhook his joints, and nature dropt the mark; 
With that he ſtarting wak'd, and rais'd his head, 
But found the golden mark was left in bed. 


What is the ſtateſman's vaſt ambitious ſcheme;. 
But a ſhort viſion, and a golden dream ? 
Power, wealth; and title elevate his hope; 
He wakes. But for a garter finds a rope: 5 
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Prude, at morn and ev'ning prayer, 
Had worn her velyet cuſhion bare ; 
Upward ſhe taught her eyes to roll, 
As if ſhe watch'd her ſoaring ſoul ; 
And when devotion warm'd the croud, 
None ſung, or ſmote their breaſt ſo loud: 
Pale Penitence had mark*d her face © 
With all the meagre figns of grace. 
Her maſs-book was compleatly lin'd. 
With painted Saints of various kind : 
But when in ev'ry page ſhe view'd 
Fine Ladies who the fleſh ſubdu'd ; 


As quick her beads ſhe counted o'er, 
She cry'd »—— ſuch wonders are no more 
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She choſe not to delay confeſſion, 
o bear at once a year's tranfgreſſion, 
But ev'ry week ſet all things even, 
And balanc'd her accounts with heav'n. 


Behold her now in humble guiſe, 
Upon her knees with downcaſt eyes 
Before the Prieſt : ſhe thus begins, 
And ſobbing, blubbers forth her fins. 


Who could that tempting man reſiſt ? 
My virtue languiſh'd, as he kiſs'd ; 
I firove, —— till. I could ſtrive no longer ? 
How can the weak ſubdue the ſtronger ? * 


The Father aſk'd her where and when? 
How many? and what ſort of men? 
By what degrees her blood was heated ? 
How oft” the frailty was repeated? 
Thus have I ſeen a pregnant wench 
All fluſh'd with guilt before the bench. 
The Judges (wak'd by wanton thought) 
Dive to the bottom of her fault, 
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They leer, they fimper at her ſhame, 
And make her call all things by name. 


And now to ſentence he proceeds, 


' Preſcribes how oft” to tell her beads ; 


Shows her what Saints could do her good, 
Doubles her faſts to cool her blood. 

Eas'd of her fins, and light as air, 

Away ſhe trips; perhaps to prayer. 


"T'was no ſuch thing. Why then this haſte ? 


The clock has ſtruck, the hour is-paſt; 
And on the ſpur of inclination, 
She ſcorn'd to bilk her aſſignation. 


Whate'er ſhe did, next week ſhe came,, 
And piouſly confeſt the ſame ;. 
The Prieft, who female frailties pity d, 
Firſt chid her, then her ſins remitted. 


But did ſhe now her crime bemoan 
In penitential ſheets alone ? 
And was no bold, no beaſtly fellow 
The nightly partner of her pillow. ? 
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No, 
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No, none; for next time in the grove, 
A bank was conſcious of her love. 


Confeſſion day was come about, 
And now again it all muſt out, 
She ſeems to wipe her twinkling eyes, 
What now, my child, the father cries, 
Again, ſays ſhe ! —— with threatning looks, 
He thus the proſtrate dame rebukes. 


Madam, I grant there's ſomething in it, 
That virtue has th* unguarded minute; 
But pray now tell me what are whores, 
But women of unguarded hours ? 

Then you muſt ſure have loſt all ſhame, 
What ev'ry day, and ftill the ſame, 
And no fault elſe ! 'tis ſtrange to find 
A woman to one fin confin'd ! 

Pride is this day her darling paſſion, 
The next day ſlander is in faſhion ;, 
Gaming ſucceeds ; if fortune croſſes, 
Then virtue's mortgag'd for her loſles ; 
By uſe her fav'rite vice ſhe loaths, 

And loves new follies like new cloaths : 
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But you, beyond all thought, unchaſte, 
Have all ſin center'd near your waſte ! 
Whence is this appetite ſo trong ? 
Say, Madam, did your mother long ? 
Or is it lux'ry and high diet 

That won't let virtue ſleep in quiet? 
She tells him now with meekeſt voice, 
That ſhe had never err'd by choice, 
Nor was there known a virgin chafter, 
Till ruin'd by a fad diſaſter, - 
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That ſhe a faw'rite lap- dog had, 
Which, (as ſhe ſtroak'd and kifs'd) grew mad; 
And on her lip a wound indenting, | 
Firſt ſet her youthful blood fermenting. 
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The Frieſt reply'd with zealous fury, 
You ſhould have ſought the means to cure ye. 
DoRors by various ways we find, 
Treat theſe diſtempers of the mind. 
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Let gaudy ribbands be deny d 
To her, who raves with ſcornful pride ; 
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And if religion crack her notions, | 
Lock up her volumes of devotions ; 
But if for man her rage prevail, 
Bar her the ſight of creatures male. 
Or elſe to cure ſuch venom'd bites, 
And ſet the ſhatter'd thoughts arights ; 
They ſend you to the ocean's ſhore, 
And plunge the Patient o'er and o'er. 


The dame reply'd ; alas ! in vain 
My kindred forc'd me to the main; 
Naked and in the face of day : 

Look not, ye fiſhermen, this way ! 
What virgin had not done as I did ? 
My modeſt hand, by nature guided, 
Debarr'd at once from human eyes 
The ſeat where female honour hes, 
And though thrice dipt from top to toe, 
I ſtill ſecur'd the poſt below, 

And guarded it with graſp ſo faſt 

Not one drop through my fingers paſt ; 
Thas owe I to my baſhful care 

That all the rage is ſettled there. 


Weigh” 


LE CAE 
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4 68 a 
Weigh well the projects of mankind ; 
i Then tell me, Reader canſt thou find 
1 The man from madneſs wholly free ? 
% They all are mad —— fave you and me. 
Do not the ſtateſmen, fop and wit, 
By daily follies prove they're bit? 
| And when the briny cure they try'd, 
Some part ſtill kept above the tide ? 


Some men (when drench'd beneath the wave) 
High o'er their heads their fingers ſave: 
Thoſe hands by mean extortion thrive, 
| Or in the pocket lightly dive; 
ö | Or more expert in pilf ring vice, 
8 They burn and itch to cog the dice. 


Plunge in a courtier ; ſtraight bis fears 


$ And now truth ſeems a grating noiſe, 

1: He loves the ſland'rer's whiſp'ring voice; 
1 le hangs on flatt'ry with delight, 

4 And thinks all fulſom praiſe is right. 
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All women dread a watry death: 

| They ſhut their lips to hold their breath, 
And though you duck them ne'er fo long, 
Not one ſalt drop e'er wets their tongue; 
Tis hence they ſcandal have at will, 

And that this member ne'er lies till, 
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BIRTH. of the SQUIRE, 
An ECLOGUE.. 
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The driving gales convey the ſwelling ſounds ; 

T' attentive ſwain, forgetful of his work, 

With gaping wotider, leans upon his fork. 4 
What ſudden ne we alarm the waking morn? 705 
To the glad Squire a hopeful heir is born. 

Vo r. II. B Mourn, 
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74 \E'CL10-G.UE'S8. 
Moury, mourn, ye flags, and ll th beaſt of e, 


This hour deftrs&fion brings on all your race : 
See the pleas'd tenants. duteous off rings beat, 


8 


Torkeys and geeſe, and grocers ſweeteſt ware; | 
Wich the new health the pond'rous tankard flows, 


And old October reddens ev*ry noſe. 5 
—* * 

Beagles and ſpaniels round his cradle ſtand, 

Kiſs his moiſt lip and gently lick his hand; 


He' joys to hear the ſhrill horn's s echbiog ai 


And learns to liſp the names of all the hounds. 
With frothy ale to make his cup „ 


The bee ſhall ſip the fragrant dew from flow'rs, 


To give metheglin for his morning hours; 


WITS afieinn how hall climb the poles, 


And his own, orchard ſparkle in his bowles.” N 
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The monſtrous tales indulge his greedy cars 


How when youth ſtrung his nerves and warm 'd his yeins, 


He rode the mighty Nimrod of the plains ; - 


* 
rn 


He leads the fahrend the hall, . 


\ 1 15 ann 


Barley ſhall in paternal acres grow/ :; 


Points out the horny ſpoils that grace zhe walls. 
OT. 479 Nr bet: 
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Tells, I Gn pe Oye, 1 
Now he the wonders of hens, | 
Deſeribes the deſp'rate chaſe; and all his cheats ; 
How in one day beneath his furious ſpeed, 
He tir'd ſeven courſers of the flecteſt breed; 
How high the pale be leapt, how wide the ditch, 
When the hound tore the haunches of the ® witch 
Theſe ſtories which deſcend from ſon to ſon, 
The forward boy ſhall one day make his own. 


Ah, too fond mother, think rhe time draws 'nigh, 

That calls the darling from thy tender eye; 

How ſhall his ſpirit brook the rigid rules, 

And the long tyranny of grammar ſchools ? 

Let younger brothers o'er dull authors plod, 

Laſh'd into Latin by the tingling rod; 

No, let him never feel that ſmart diſgrace: - | 
„ een e eee 
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When rip' ning youth with conn debe, ks chin, 
And ev'ry female. eins 


* The moſt common accident to Sportſmen ; to hunt a 
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76 ECLOGUES 
The milk-maid (thoughtleſs of her future ſhame) 
With ſmacking lip ſhall raiſe his guilty, flame: 
The dairy, barn, the hay. loft and the grove ' 
Shall oft” be conſcious of their ſtolen love. 
But think, Priſci/la, on that dreadful time, 
When pangs and watry qualms ſhall own thy crime ; 
How wilt thou tremble, when thy nipple's preſt, 
To ſee the white drops bathe thy ſwelling breaſt ! 
Nine moons ſhall publickly divulge thy ſhame, 
And the young Squire forellall a father's name. 


When twice twelve times the reaper's ſweeping hand 
With levell'd harveſts has beſtrown the land. 
On fam d Sc. Hubert's feaſt, his winding horn 
Shall cheer the joyful hound: and wake the morn ! 
This memorable day his cager ſpeed 
Shall urge with bloody heel the rifing ſteect. 
O check the foamy bit, nor tempt thy fate, 
Think on the murders of a five-bar gate! 
Yet prodigal of life, the leap he tries, 
Headlong he falls, and on the rugged ſtone 
Diſtorts bis neck, and cracks the collar bone; 


ECLOGUES. 
© vent'rous youth; thy thirſt of game allay, 
Mayſt thou ſurvive the perils of this day 
He ſhall ſurvive ; and in late years be ſent 
To ſhore away debates in Parliament. 6 
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13 when bis mare ſolid ſeafe 


With nod important ſhall the laws diſpenſe ; 

A Juſtice with grave Juſtices ſhall fit, . 

He praiſe their wiſdom, they admire his wit. 
No greyhound ſhall attend the tenant's pace, 
No ruſty gun the farmer's chimney grace; 
Salmons ſhall leave their covers void of fear, 
Nor dread the thieviſh net or triple ſpear ; 
Poachers ſhall tremble at his awful name, 


Whom vengeance now o'ertakes for murder'd game. 


Aſſiſt me, Bacchus, and ye drunken Pow'rs, / 
To ſing his friendſhips and his midnight hours 


Why doſt thou glory in thy ſtrength of beer, 
Firm cork'd, and mellow'd till the twentieth year; 
Brew'd or when Phabus warms the fleecy ſign, 

Or when his languid rays in Scorpio ſhine. 
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'E 3 Think 


Think on the miſchiefs which from hence have ſprung 
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Tt arms with curſes dire the wrathful tongue; 
Foul ſcandal to the lying lip-affords,  .. 
And prompts the mem'ry with injurious words. 
O where is wiſdom, when by this '0'erpower'd ? 
The ſtate is cenſur'd, and the maid 'deflower's ! 
And wilt thou fill, © Squire, brew ale fo firong? 
Hear then the dictates of prophetic ſong. 


Methinks I ſee him in his hall appear, 
Where the long table floats in clammy beter, 
Midft mugs and glaſſes ſhatter'd o'er the floor, 
Dead-drunk his ſervile crew ſupinely ſnore: 
Triumphant, o'er the proſtrate brutes he ſtands, 
The mighty bumper trembles in his hands s 
Boldly he drinks, and like his glorious Sires, 
In copious gulps of potent ale expires. A 
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Now e ſprings had cloath'd be 
8 Sine Li knew th lem erte, 


Aud Rout hes e ler ane; | Bos 

The thund'ring knocker wales the freet no more, 

1 50 coaches croud her filent door; rn 
Her midnights once at cards and Hazard fled, 

Which Bowe alas! ſhe dreams away in bed. 

E 4 Around 
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Around her wait Shocks, monkey; and mockaws, 
To in be place of Fops, and perjar'd Beats ; | 
In theſe the views the mimickry of man, 1”. 
Aud ſmiles when grinning Pug gallants her fan 3 
When Poll repeats, the ſounds deceive her ear, 
For ſounds like his, once told her Damor's care. 
Wick theſe alone her tedious mornings paſs ; 
Or at the dumb devotion of her glaſs, _ | 
She ſmooths her brow, and frizles forth her hairs, 
And fancys youthful dreſs gives youthful airs : 
With crimſon wool ſhe fixes every grace, * 
- That not a bluſh can diſcompoſe her face. © 
| Reclin'd upon her arm ſhe penſive fate, 
And curs'd th' inconſtancy of youth too late. 


Oo ens of lte! for ever lo? 
No more wy nag. ſhal reign the fav rte | 
On glaſs-no more the di mond grave my name, 
And rhymes paiſpeI'd record « lover's am; 
Nor ſhall fide-boxes watch my reſtleſs eyes, 

And as they catch the glance in rows ariſe 
19 * „Wik bumble bows ; 4 1007 1 9x0 
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ECLOGUES. 


Ah hapleſs/hywph [ ſuch conqueſts are no more, 
For Class now what Lydia was before ! v.13, 184 


"Tis true, this Chloe boaſts the peach's bloom; 
But does her nearer whiſper breathe perfume ? = 
] own her taper ſhape is form'd to pleaſe ; 

Yer if you ſaw her uneonf d by fte! 

She doubly to fifteen may make pretence, 

Alike we read it in her face and ſenſe. 

Her reputation] but that never yet 

Could check the freedoms of a young Coquet. 
Why will ye then, vain Fops, her eyes believe? 
Heer eyes can, like your perjur'd tongues, deceive. 


What ſhall I do ? how ſpend the hateful * 
At chapel ſhall I wear the morn away ? | 
Who there frequents at theſe unmodiſh hours, 
But antient matrons with their frizled tow'rs, 
And gay religious maids ? my preſence there 
Amid that ſober train would own deſpair; 
Nor am I yet ſo old; nor is my glance 
As yet fixt Wholly to devotion's trance. 


E 8 


- - — 2 — — 


8 — 1 
aw . - | | > — 
2 — r 33 — —— — — r 8 ——— = oth. —— * F. — 0 * — 2 
; - a ; -D | * — * 8 x : : 
* % . - 
s 4 : * — 
* 


_— — 
a — 
— n _— 


— — — - — — — — _ 
de „ A LO EIT — * 8 - 
"SAR 6s r 9 
- 8 - <q 
= -2Y 
5 
a4 
| 
- =. 
U 


5 > 68: 


N 
© = 
32 


BCLO@UAS, 
Straight then Lill dreſs, and take my wonted range 


Where the tall jar erects his coſtly pride, 


With antick ſhapes in Chua azure dyd :? 


There careleſs lies the rich brocade unroll'd, 
Here ſhines a cabinet with burniſh'd gold ;- 


Tas there the raffling dice falſe Damon threw z 


The raffling dice to him decide the prize. 

"Twas there he firſt convers'd with Chloe's eyes; 
Hence ſprung th* ill-fated cauſe of all my ſmart, 
To me the toy he gave, to her his heart. 


But ſoon thy pet ry in the gift was found, 


The ſhiver'd ua dropt upon the ground; 
Sure omen that thy vows would faithleſs prove 
Frail was thy ws frailer is thy love. 


O happy Pall, ee gy 
Thou ne'er haſt known what love or rivals meant, 


And Pug with pleaſure can his fetters bear, 
Who ne'er believ'd. the vows that lovers ſwear ! 


How am I curſt! (unhappy and forlorn) 
With perjury, with love, and rival's ſcorn ! 


Through ev'ry /udian ſhop, through all the Chang: ; 


Falſe are the looſe Coquet's inveigling airs, 

Falſe is the pompbus grief of youthful heirs, 

Falſe is the cringing courtier's plighted word, 

Falſe are the dice when gameſters ſtamp the board, hab 
Falſe is the ſprightly widow's publick tear ; 

ra ne n Rte © 


eee d n: 
Let ſervile Chloe wear the nuptial chain. 
Damon is prafiis'd in the modilh life, 
Can hate, and yet be civil to a wife. 

He games ; he fwears; he drinks ; 1 he roves; | 
Yet Chloe can believe he fondly loves. 

Miſtreſs and wife can well ſupply his need, 

A miſs for pleaſure, and a wife for breed. 

But Chloe's air is unconfin'd and gay, 5 

And tan perhaps an injur'd bed repay ß 
Perhaps her patient temper can bebold 6 

The rival of her love adorn'd with geld, 
Powder'd with di monde ; free from thought and care, 
A huſband's fullen humours ſhe can bear. 


Why are theſe ſobs ; and why theſe ſtreaming eyes ? 
is lors the cauſe? no, I che ſex deſpiſe ; 1 
| I hate. 
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T hate, I loath his baſ@'perfidious name :; 
Yet if he ſhould. but. feign-a tival 1 wth » 
To her he's Faithful, wee he ſeigns. 
uw eee ee vide! ad - 
Thus less fd dh, md ce ee 
1 A band. box in her ſteady hand ſhe bears. | 
il | — How well this. ribband's gloſs becomes your face, 
Sete ce, in raptures;I then, ſo ſweet a lac 
How charmingly you loo / ſo bright! ſo fair! 
"Tis to your eyes the head dreſs owes ita ai. 
Straight Lydia ſmil'd 4 the comb adjuſts ber locks, 
And at the Play-houſe Harry keeps her box, 
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DORTS and ME LANT HE. 
LED, e e ene ne e. 
| {INT James's noon-day bell for pray'rs 
had toll d, a 2 
And coaches to the Patron's Leude roll d. 
ben Dori, roſe. And now through al! 
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- the room 
From flow'ry Tea exhales a fragrant fume. 
Cup after cup they ſipt, and talk d by fits, 
For Doris here, and there Me/anthe fits. 
Dori was young, a laughter. loving dame, 


Nice of her own alike and others fame ; | 
. Malant bes 


rr 
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Melghth's b tongne could well a tale advance, 
And ſooner gave than ſunk a circamſtance : 8 v2 
| r 
wan Melanthe thus reply d. 
DORIS, 
Sylvia the vain fantaſtic Fop admires, -—— . 


The Rakes looſe gallaniry her boſom fires ; | 


Sylvia like that is yain, like this ſhe roves, | 
2 * them ſhe but her ſelf approves. 
MELANTHE. 
Laura rails on at men, the ſex reviles, , * 


Their vice condemns, or at their folly ſmiles. 
/ Why ſhould her tongue in juſt reſentment fail, 
Wan Fon eee all? 
| DORTS. 

Laſt e was Sylvia nymph - like ſeen 
wu ee a1 hu - TH 
Ati arh'rous ſhepherd led her through the croud, 
The nymph was innocent, the ſhepherd vow'd 3 
But nymphs their innocence with ſhepherds truſt ; 
So both withdrew, as nymph and ſhepherd muſt. 

NE LAN TZ. ; 
Name but the licence of the modern ſtage, 
Laura takes fire, and kindles into rage; 
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The whining Tragic love ſhe ſcarce can bear, 
r 
vet in the gall'ry mobb d, ſhe fits ſecure, - 
And laugh at Jeſs tht turn the Box den. 
7 DORIS. | 
| Took WS 16 Warey's pow, 
For beauty withers like a ſhrivell'd flow'r ; 
Yet thoſe fair flow'rs that S/yvia's temples bind, 
Fade not with ſudden blights or winter's wind; 
Like thoſe her face defics the rolling years, 
For art her roſes and her charms repairs, | 
| MELANTHE. 
Isa deſpiſes ev'ry outward grace, 
The wanton ſparkling eye, the blooming face ; 
The beauties of the ſoul are all her pride, 
For other beautics nature has deny'd ; 
If affectation ſhow a beauteous mind, 
Lives there a man to Laura's merits blind ? 
DORIS.. 
Slvia be ſure defies the town's reproach, 
Whoſe Dgbabille'is foil'd in hackney coach; 
What though the ſaſli was dos'd, maſt we conclude, 
ming TORY Par parece? 
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What Fair could &er retrieve her honour loſt ? 

| Secret ſhe loves; and who the nymph can blame, 
if Who durſt not own a footman's yulgar flame? 
RR en ra 

| [| Though Laura's homely taſte deſcends fo low; 
NM donde 1: b HER 


"MELANTFHE. 
Yet why mould Laura think it a diſgrace, 
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| . . When proud Miranda's groom wears Flanders lace ? 

1 DN 

4 What, though for mußck Cynthio boaſts an ear ? 
R:bin perhaps can hum an Opera air. 


Cynthio can bow, takes ſnuff, and dances well, 

Robin talks common ſenſe, can write and ſpell; 

Sylvia's vain fancy dreſs and ſhow admires, 

But tis the man alone whom Laure fires. | 

MELANTHE. 

Plato's wiſe morals Laura's ſoul improve: 

And this no doubt muſt be Platonic love ! 

Her ſoul to gen'rous acts was fill inclin'd 
What ſhows more virtue than an humble mind ? 


| DORIS 
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DORIS. | 
What though young Sylvia love the Park's cool ſhade, 

= And wander in the duſk the ſecret glade ? 
MW  Maſqu'd and alone (by chance) ſhe met her ſpark, 
WW That innocence is weak which ſhun: the dark. 
MELANTHE. 
_ But Lare for her flame has no pretence ; 
Her footman is a footmari too in ſenſe. 
WW All prudes I hate, and thoſe are rightly curſt 
With ſcandal's double load, who cenſure firſt. 

DORTS. 
And what if Cynthio Sykuia's garter ty'd ! 
Who ſuch a foot and ſuch a leg would hide; 
When crook-kneed: Phillis can expoſe to view 
Her gold-dlock'd flocking, and ber eur, 00? 

MEH LAN H EF. | 

If pure Devotion center in the face, | 
If cens'ring others ſhow intrinſick grace, * 
If guilt to publick freedoms be confin'd, 
Prudes (all maſt own) are of the boly kind ! 

DORIS. 28 
S1/vie diſdains reſerve, and flies conſtraint : 15 
She neither is, nor would be thought a Saint, x 
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MELANTHE. 


Lore is itt hien Laura cries, 
May I be bleſt with friendſhip's ſtricter tyes ; 


To ſuch a breaſt all ſecrets we commend ; 

Sure the whole Dradving-room is Laura's friend. 
| DORTS. | 

At marriage Sy/via rails; who men would truſt ? 

Yet huſbands jealouſies are ſometimes juſt, 


Her favours Sylvia ſhares among mankind, 


Such gen'rons love ſhould never be conRed. 


As thus alternate chat employ'd their tongue, 
With thund'ring raps the braſen knocker rung. 
Laura with Sylvia came; the nymphs ariſe : 
Is doubly kind 1 Melanthe Laura led, 


' Since I was laſt ſo bleſt, my dear, ſhe ſaid, 


Sure tis an age ! they fate ; the hour was ſet 3 
And all again that night at Ombre met. 
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ICE had the moon perform'd her 
mw monthly-race, oh 
sse firſt the veil o'ercaſt Sabina's face. 
RPE , . 
ruen dy'd the tender partner of her bed. 
And lives Sabina when Fidzlio's dead }F + $ 
Fidelio's dead, and yet Sabina lives. 

But ſee the tribute of her tears ſhe gives; | 
Their abſent Lord her rooms in fable mourn, © 
And all the day the glimmering tapers burn | 
Stretch'd on the couch of Rate ſhe penſive lies, 
While oft the ſnowy Cambric wipes her eyes. 
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„ Gogo 
Fern; 
To roll a fleeve, or hear a. Biller-douxx ; 

Her ready tongue, in ſecret ſervice try'd, 
Wich equal flaency ſpoke truth or ly'd, © © 
- She well could fluſh, or humble a gallant, 
And ſerve at once as maid and confidant ; 
A letter from her faithful ſtays ſhe took: 
Sabina ſnatch'd it with an angry lock, 
And thus in haſty words her grief confeſt, 
While Lucy ſtrove to ſooth her troubled breaſt. 
Nh SABIN A. | 
5 What, ſtill Myrei//o's hand! his flame I ſcorn, 
Give back his paſſion with the ſeal untorn, - 
1 To break our ſoſt repoſe has man a right, . 
And are we doom' d to read whate'er they write ? 
Not all the ſex my firm reſolves ſhall move, 
My life's a life of ſorrow, not of love. 
May Lydia's wrinkles all my forehead trace, 
And C/ia's paleneſs ſicken o'er my face,” 
May Fops of mine, as Flawie's favours, boaſt, 
And Coquets triumph in my honour loft; 
May cards employ my nights, and never more 
May theſe curſt eyes behold a Matadore ! 
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Break China, periſh Shock, die Perroquet ! WMA inacact 

When I Falles dearer love forget.” | 

= 7:4:/'s judgment ſcom'd the foppith train, 

. air was eaſy, and his dreſs was plain, 

= His words fincere, reſpect his preſence drew, 

And on his lips ſweet converſation grew, 

Where's wit, where's beauty, where is virtue fled ? 

Alas! they're now no more; "Fidelio's dead! 
TV 

Yet when he liv'd, he wanted ev'ry grace; | 


* 


That eaſy air was then an aukward pace: vill 26 $568 


Have not your fighs'in whiſpers often ſuid. 
His dreſs was flovenly, his ſpeech'ill'bred ?-* En 21744367 1 
Have not J heard you, with a ſecret tear, 

Call that ſweet conyerſe ſullen and ſevere ? 

Think not I come to take Myr#ilh's part, ; 
Let Chloe, Daphne, Dori ſhare his heart. 
Let Chloe's love in eviry ear expreſs C 
His graceful perſon and genteel addreſs. 

All well may judge, what ſhaft has Daphne hit, 

Who ſuffers flence to admire his wit. 
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His equipage and liv'ries Dorit move, es by 
But Chloe, Dapbur, Doris fondly love. M5 3 o 
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Sooner ſhall Cits in faſhions guide the Court, 
And Beaus upon the buſy Changer reſort; 
Sooner the nation ſhall from ſnuff be freed, 
And fops apartments ſmoke. with Audis weed, o 
Sooner I'd wiſh and figh through.nunn'ry. grates, 
men OS =: 
| S RTX 
n 3 widows are in haſte ſubdu'd; 
1 Shall ev'ry fop upon our tears intrude? 
1 Can I forget my lov'd Fide/ie's tongue, 
IX Soft as the warbling of Hallam ſung ?; 
| Did not his roſy lips breathe forth perfume, = 
\ Fragrant as teams from Tea's imperial bloom 
1 LUCY. ; 
i þ Yet once you thought that tongue a greater cutſe 
jl Then ſquawles of children for an abſent nurſe. 
| Have you not funſy d in his frequent kiſs 
dl Th' ungrateful leaving, of a fikby Miſs? - 
1X 84 BAN 4s 
love, I thy pow'r defy; nofſecond flame, 
1 Shall ever raze my dear Fide/io's name. 
4 | Faria without a tear might loſe-her. Lord, 
Who ne'er enjoy d his preſence. but at board. . 
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And why; ſhould ſorrow ſit on Leibie's face 0 WIe 
Are there ſuch comforts in a ſot's embrace? wy 

No friend, no loyer is to Leabia dead, 

For Lesbia long had known a ſep rate 50h 


Guſh forth, ye team; waſte, walte, yo hs, en bra, 
My days, * by. Fidelio anl. 0 EY 


; LS Bao bt £0) right v1 of 
You cannot bend oa amine e 4 1 
His teazing fondneſs jealouſy betray'd ! 


When at the Play. the neighb ring box he took, 

You thought you read ſuſpicion in his look: 

When cards and counters flew around the beard, = 

His company was then a poor. pretence, 13 

To check the debe of a-wife's expence. 
ane 

But ee eee eee 1 K 
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Since Love's a fierce involuntary flame ? x 

3 F We 1 
Could he the ſallies bis heart, withſtand, | 
\Vby ſhould he not f. give Ky hand? [| 


For Chloe's handſom,) Act he fl tes her flame 3 
n a name, 
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Why, Daphne, when ebw el 
Sabina keeps no lover from thy arms. * 
At Crimp Myrtylle play d, do uit toglas) - 

Doris dealt love; he only dealt the cards; 
Doris was touch'd with ſpleen ; her fan ſhe rent, 
Flew from the table, and to tears gave vent. 
Why, Doris, ee eee ; 
Wann =: 


12D 4702, 
Yet by, I ü) d: how loud would 6caure rail, 


wy nes. 100041 aphron Fwy 14; 
o, ſoonks Plays and Op'ras I'd forfwear, - = 
= change theſe China Jars for Tunbridge ware; 
Or truſt my mother as'a Confidant, tf 
Or fix a friendſhip with my maiden aunt, 
Than ee ee, 
Ver let ms ſee kiwp'@: n | 
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5 NEAT H the ſhadow of a beaver bat, 
Meek Caleb at a ſilent meeting fat ; * 
His eye balls oft forgot che holy trance, 
ö While Tabitha demure, return 'd the 
The meeting ended, Caleb filence broke, $ 
And 7 abitha her en yearnings ſpoke. 
„„ If 
Beloved, ſee how all things follow love, 10 
Lamb fondleth lain, and dove diſports wich dove; 
Vol. II. F Vet 


em s 
. 


2 
r = - HE OC OooIS 3 
85 + ea —— 
* a © * 


2 * 


1 


WKA eee ee 


1 ECLOGUES.. 


Yet ſonidled Tambs their innocence ſecure, „ 
be ene e | 
O faireſt of our ſiſters, let me be * 
The hilling dove, ol foulng Id wo thee, 
| TABITH 4. 
But, Caleb, know that birds of gentle mind 
Ele& a mate among the ſober kind, 
Not the mockaws, all deck'd in ſcarlet pride, 
'  Entice their mild and modeſt hearts aſide ; 
But thou, vain man, beguil'd by Popiſh ſhows, 
Doatelt on ribbands, flounces, furbelows. 
If thy falſe heart be fond of tawdry dyes, 
Go, wed the painted arch in ſummer ſkies ; 
Such love will like the rainbow's hue decay, 
bag = the beſ, but paſleth ſoon. away. 
| | n 
Name not the frailties of my youthful days, 


When vice miſ· led me through the harlot's-ways ; 
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| When I with wanton look thy ſex beheld, 
} And nature with each wanton look rebell'd ; 
| Then parti-colour'd pride my heart might moye 


With lace ; he yet GR OT © Love. © 
All ſach-like love is fading as the flower, 
Springs in a day, ang withereth in an hour: 
| * 
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ECLOGUES 


But now I feel the ſpouſal love phi, 1 
And ſpouſal love 10 fiſter holds a fin Won p 
"T4 B.1T. HA. "I 
I know thou longeſt for the aanting maid, 
Thy falſhood own, and ſay I am betray d ; 
The tongue of man is bliſter d o'er with le, 
But truch is ever read in woman's eyes : 
O that my lip obey'd.a tongue like thine ! f 
Or that thine eye beyray d a love like mine 
1 Ls. 
How bitter are thy Words forbear to teaze, 


too might blame — but love delights to pleaſe, 


Why ſhould I tell thee, that when laſt che ſun 
Painted the downy peach of Newington, 
7:fiah led thee through the garden's walk, 
And mingled melting kiſſes with his talk ? 
Ah Jealouſy | turn, turn thine eyes aſide, 
How can I ſee. that watch adorn thy fide ? 
For verily no gift the ſiſters take 
For laſt of gain, but for the giver's fake. 
T A'B.I'T'H A. 
I own, Jofiah gave the golden toy, 
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When Caleb hath aſfign'd ſome happy Wy, 


Is Tabitha beyond her wiſhes bleſt? 


_ zcrocuts 


T2 4.0.” 


I look on this and chide the hours delay : 

And when Joſiah would his love purſue, 

On this I look and ſhun his wanton view. 

Man but in vain with trinkets tries to move, 

The only preſent love demands is * | 
CUE EM. | 

Ah Tabitha, to hear theſe words 6f thine 3 

My pulſe beats high, as if inflam'J'with wine! 

When to the brethren firſt with fervent zeal 

Thy ſpirit mov'd thy yearnings to reveal, 

How did 1 joy thy trembling lip to ſee 

Red as the cherry from the Nentiſb tree ; 

When Extaſy had warm'd thy look ſo meek, | 

Gardens of roſes bluſhed on thy cheek, - 

With what ſweet tranſport didſt thou roll thine eyes, 

How did thy words provoke the brethren's fighs ! 

Words that with holy ſighs might others move, 

But, Tabitha, my fighs were fighs of love. 
TABITHA. 


Does no proud worldly dame divide thy breaſt ? 
Then hear me, Caleb, witneſs what I fpeak, 
This ſolemn promiſe death alone can break; 
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gooner I would bedeck my brow with lace, 
And with inmodeRt fav'rites ſhade my face, 
Sooner like Babylon's lewd whore be dreft 
In flaring di'monds and a ſcarlet veſt, 
Or make a. curt'fy in Cathedral pew, - 
Than prove inconſtant, while my Caleb's true. 
""CAL'E B. 
When I prove falſe, and Tabitha forſake, 
Teachers ſhall dance u jig at country wake; 
Brethren unbeaver d then ſhall bow their head, 
n ene. 11 
"TABTTHA. . 41. 
If that Joſiah were with paſſion fir'd, | 
Warm as the zeal of youth when firſt inſpir 'd; f 
In ſteady love though he might perſevere, | | 
Unchanging as the decent garb we wear, s 
And thou'wert fickle'ss the wind that blos. 
Light as the feather on the head of Beaus ; 1 
Yet I for thee would all the ſex reſigu, | 1 11 
Siſters, take all the reſt be Calib mine. 9 | 
CALEB. | | 
Though L had all that ſinful love affords, | * | 
And all the concubines of all the Lords, ; | 
| 
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Whoſe couches creak with whoredom's finful ſhame, 
Whoſe velvet chairs are with adult ry lame; 
Ev'n in the harlot's hall, I would not fip 
The dew of lewdneſs from-her lying lip 3 
I'd ſhun her paths, upon thy mouth to dwell,- 
More ſweet than powder which the merchants ſell ; 
O ſolace me with kiſſes pure like thine ! 
Enjoy, ye Lords, the wanton'coneubineg 
The ſpring now calls us forth; come, PO 
ah, 997 Vn GAA 
Let ceremony bind the worldly pair, 12 
e e e e % 
TABIT HA. 


Eſpouſals are bat forms, O lead me 
For ſecret love can never give offence. 


SHS AVE - 


Then hand in hand the loving mates withdraw. 
True love is nature unreſtrain'd by law. 
This tenet all the holy ſeQ allows ; 


80 Tabitha took earneſt of a ſpoule. 
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Author mY that celebrated treatiſe in folio, 
called the LAxp-TAx BILL. 


Can meagre Ro ſuch fame deſerve ? 

Can Poetry ; that only writes to farve? | 

And ſhall no lanrel decks that famous head, 

In which the Senate's annual law is bred ? | 

That hoary head, which greater glory fires, | 
By nobler aus and meazs true fame acquires. 
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If the blind Poet gain d a long renown _ 
By fingivg ev'ry Greeiah chief ard town'; | 
Sure L — his proſe much greater fame requires, 
Which ſweetly counts five thouſand Knights and Squires, 


Their ſeats, their cities, pariſhes and ſhires, 
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| Thy copious Preamble fo ſaioothly runs, "wy 
Taxes nd more appear like legal duns, b 
Lords, Knights, and Squires th' Aſſeſſors power obey, 
We read with pleaſure, W 

Ah why c e 1 5 5 
That author's long harangue betrays his name: 
After his ſpeeches can his pen ſucceed ? | 
Though forc'd to hear, we're not oblig'd to cad. 1 
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Under what ſcience ſhall thy works be red? 
All know thou wert not Poet born and bred; 
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MISCELLANIES: 
Or doſt thou boaſt th' Hiſtorian's laſting pen, 


bg opt rag 
No. Satyr is thy talent ; and each laſh. 
OT rich Miſer tremble o'er his caſh ; 
What on the Prunkard can be more ſevere, 
Than direfal taxes on his ale and beer? 


Ev'n Button's: Wits are . 


In ev'ry Hundred and Diviſion read. 
Criticks in Clafficks oft” interpolate, 
But ev'ry word of thine is fix d as Fate, 


In blazing fringes round a tallow light, 
dome may perhaps to a whole week extend, 
Like S (when unaſſiſted by a friend) 
But thou ſhalt live a year in ſpite of fate ; 
And where's your author boaſts a longer date ? 
Poets of old had ſach a wondrous power, 


But in thy Proſe a greater force is found ; 
What Poet ever rais'd ten thouſand pound ? 


* * * 


eee 
Who ne'er were known or prais'd but o'er his Tea, 


While Thou through Britain's diſtant iſle ſhalt ſpread, 


Some works come forth at noon, but die at night 


That with their verſes they could raiſe a tower ; 
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208 MISCELLANTES: 


Cadmuz, by ſowing dragons teeth, we read, 

Rais d a vaſt amy from the pois'nous/ſeed;” 
Thy labours, L = can greater wonders do, 
Trace with thy dreaded pen ; thy Annals ceaſe ; | 
Why need we armies'when the land's in peace? 
Soldiers are perfett devils in their way, 
When dance they're tin d, they're curſed hard to lay. 
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PRI. NE 
An E L E 1 a 
Ong had Panibea en Love 8 Wan ſmart, 
And hope and fear alternate rul'd ber heart ; 8 
Conſenting glances had her flame confeſt, 
In woman's eyes her very ſoul's expreſt) 
Perjur'd Alexis ſaw the bluſbing mad. 
He ſaw, he {wore, he conquer'd and betray'd 
Another love now calls him from her arms, 
His fickle heart another beanty warms ; 
Tboſe oaths oft whiſ per'd i in Panthea's ears, 
He now again to Galatea ſwears. 
Beneath a beech th* abandon'd virgin laid, 


In grateful ſolitude. enjoys the ſhade ; 
There with faint voice ſhe breath'd theſe moving frains, 
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Pale ſettled ſorrow hangs upon my brow, 

Dead are my charms; Alanis breaks his vow | = 
Think, think, dear ſhepherd, on the days you knew, 
When I was happy when my ſwain was true; 
Think how thy looks and tongue are form'd to move, 
And think yet more that all my fault was love. 
Ah, could you view me in this wretched ſtate ! 

You might not love me, but you could not hate. 
Could you behold me in this conſcious ſhade, 
Where firſt thy vows, where firſt my love was paid, 
Worn out with watching, fullen with defpair, 

And ſee each eye ſwell with a guſhing tear? 
Could you behold me on this moſſy bed, 

From my pale cheek the liveiy crimſon fled, 

Which in my fofter hours you oft have ſworn, 

With roſy beauty far out-bluſh'd the morn; 
Could you untouch'd this wretched object bear, 

And would not loſt Paus ben claim a tear ? 

You could not ſure-—tears tom your ces would fen, 
And unawares thy tender ſoul reveal. 
Ah no !—thy ſoul with cruelty is fraoght, 
No tenderneſs diſturbs thy ſavage thought, 
Sooner ſhall tigert ſpare the trembling lainbs, 


And wolves with pity hear their bleating dams ; 
Soones 
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( 
Than falſe Alexis for Panthea figh. 
Tiy bolom geen tender thought cdl 


But hardeſt flints are worn by frequent rains, 
\nd the ſoft drops diſſolve their folid veins; _.. 
hile thy relentleſs, heart more hard appears, 
\nd is not ſoften'd by a flood of tears, 


Ab, what is love 1 Paxtbea's joys are gone, 


er liberty, her peace, ber reaſon flown ! 
\nd when I vie me in the watry glaſs, 
find Panthea now, not what ſhe was. | 
northern winds the new blown roſes blaſt, 
ad on the ground their fading ruins caſt; 
ſadden blights corrupt the ripen d grain, 
nd of its verdure ſpoil the mournful plain; 
o bapleſs love on blooming features preys, 
> hapleſs love deſtroys our peaceful days. 


| ſorrow in thy ſoft embraces dies: 
dere, ſpire of all thy perjur'd vows, 16 
"lels Alexis languilhingly kind 


Sure tabborn flint has arm'd thy. cruel breaft ; | 


Come, gentle lep 1 | 
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112  MIFBCELLANITE 8 
ename be ugs iy de ity mann. N 
And pleaſingly deludes ine in my drum: 


| a Sometimes he guides ie to the Tecret grove, 
1 Where all our looks, and all our talk is love. 
| Oh, could I thus conſume each tedious day, 

I 6 And in ſweet ſlumbers dream my life away ; 


But fleep, which now no more relieves theſe eyes, 
To my fad ſoul the dear deceit denies. 


> Why does the ſun dart forth his chearful rays ? 
Why do the woods reſound with warbling lays ? 
Why does the roſe her grateful fragrance yield, 
And yellow cowſlips paint the ſmiling field ? 
Why do the ſtreams wich murm'ring muſick flow, 
And why do groves their friendly ſhade beſtow ? 
Let fable clouds the chearful fun deface, 
Let mournful Hence ſeize the feather'd race; 
No more, ye roſes, grateful fragrance yield, 
Droop, droop, ye cowſlips; in the blaſted field ; 
No more, ye fireams, with murm'ring muſick tov, 
And let not groves u friendly ſhade beftow : 
With ſympathizing grief let nature mourn, 
And never know the youthful ſpring's return ; 


"3 
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And ſhall-L,never more {lexis ſee? - . {| | 
Then whatjs ſpring, or grove or kran to me? I [| 
I 

Why ſport the ſæipping lambs on yonder plain? 1 
Why do the birds their tuneful voices ſtrain? 1 I 


Why friſk. thoſe heifers in the cooling grove ? 
Their happier life þ ignorant of love. 


Oh | lead me to ſome melancholy cave, 
To lull my ſorrows in a living grave, 
From the dark rock where daſhing waters fall, | 
And creeping ivy hangs the craggy wall, 228 
Where I may waſte in tears my hours away, | 
And never know the ſeaſons or the day. 
Die, die, Panthea———fly this hateful grove, 
For what is life without the Swain I love? 


ARA4- 


— 


ARAMINT 4 
An- Elo WG Vo 


— and with his early beams 
Wak'd ſlumbꝰ ring Delia from her pleaſing dream. 
Her wiſhes by her fancy: were ſfapply'd; ; 
And in her fleep the nuptial knot was ty'd 
With ſecret. joy ſhe ſaw the morning ra, 
Chequer the floor, and through the curtains play: 
Tr: haſte the raſe 3 forgetful of her pray'rs, | 
Flew to the glaſs, and praftis'd o'er her airs: 
Her new-ſet jewels round her robe are plac'd, 
Some in a brilliant buckle bind ber waiſt ; 
Some round her neck à circling light diſplay, 
Some in her hair diffuſe a trembling ray; 
The ſilver knot o'erlooks the Mech/en lace, 


becoming beauties to her face: | 
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Brocaded flow'rs o'er the gay manteau ſhine, | | 

And the rich ſtays her taper ſhape confine : | 

Thus all her drefs exerts a graceful pride, | | 

And ſporting Loves ſurround th' expecting bride, | 
Before the Prieſt-their ſolemn: vows are paid ; 


This day which ends at once all Driia's cares, | 

Shall ſwell a thouſand eyes with ſceret tears. 

Ceaſe, Aramimm, tis in vain to-grieve, FT 
Canſt thou-from Hymer's: bonds the youth retrieve ? 
Diſdain his pet ties, and no longer mourns 
Recall my love, and find a ſure return, 


And with Reſentment cheriſhes her woes; 
Alone ſhe pines, and in theſe mournful trains, _ 
Of Daphnif” vows, and her own fate complains, Bs 
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Was it for this 1 ſparkled at the Pla, 
And loiter'd In the Rg Whole hours away ? 
When if thy chariot in the circle ſhone, 

Our mutual paſſion by our looks was known : 
Through the gay croud my watchful glances flew, 
\\ here-e'er I pals thy grateful eyes purſue. 
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- rr 


Since (O falſe tongue!) thoſe treuch rous things you ſaid; 


| Didſt thou not then with oaths thy paſſion prove, 
N ee TRE n 8 


mes det thou thay, ungratful youth, dece 
How could I thus, unguarded maid, believe? 
Sure thou canſt well recall that fatal night, 


a 


Ab faithleſs' youth ! too well you ſaw my pain; 
MO Ong an 34 


1 


Think, Dane think Lada ras 961, 


How did you praiſe my ſhape and graceful air | 
And woman thinks all compliments fincere. 
Didſt not thou then in raptare ſpeak thy flame, 
And in ſoft ſighs breathe Lraminta's name? 


Mein 


e „ 
For eyes the language of the foul explain. 


72 *. 0 


When ſubtle love firſt enter d at my fight : 
When in the dance I was thy partner choſe, 
Gods! what a rapture in my boſom roſe ! | 
My trembling hand my ſudden joy 1 f 
* y owing oy a wounded 4 1 expreſ d A 


*. | u 


MISEBELANIES un 
My looks ſpoke love ; while you with ende eyes, 
In killing glances made as kind replies. 
Think, Daphnis, think, what tender things you ſaid, 
Think whit confuſion all my ſoul betray'd ; 
You call'd my graceful preſence Cynthia's air, 
And when I ſung, the Syrexs charm'd your ear; 
My flame blown up by flatt ry fironger grew, 
A gale of love i in ev'ry whiſper flew. 


Ah faithleſi youth f too wwell you . my pain ; | 
For eyes the language of the ſoul explain. 


Whene'er I drefs'd, my maid, who knew my flame, 
Cheriſh'd my paſſion with thy lovely name ; | 
Thy picture in her talk ſo lively grew, 

That thy dear image roſe before my view; 

She dwelt whole hours upon thy ſhape and mien, 

And wounded Delia's fame to ſooth my ſpleen : 

When ſhe beheld me at the name grow pale, 

Straight to thy charms ſhe chang'd her artful tale ; 

And when thy matchleſs charms were quite run o'er, | 
| bid her tell the pleaſing tale once more. | 
Oh, Daphnis ] from thy Araminta fled ! 

Oh, to my love for ever, ever dead 


\ 
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Like death, his nuptials all my hope remove. 
And ever part me from the man Ile. | 


| 
| 
1 
I 


For eyes the language of the ſoul explain,  _ 


© might I by my cruel fate be thrown, 

In ſome retreat far from this. hateful town ! 

Vain dreſs and glaring equipage, adieu! - 

Let happier nymphs thoſe empty ſhows purſue, 
Me, let ſome melancholy ſhade ſurround, 
Where not the print of human ſtep is found, 

In the gay dance my feet no more ſhall move, 
But bear me faintly through the lonely grove ; 
No more theſe hands ſhall oe'r the ſpinnet bound, 
And from the ſleeping ftrings call forth the ſound ; 


Muſick adieu, farewell /takan. airs ! Un 
The croaking raven now ſhall ſogth, my cares. Do 
1 On ſome old ruine loſt in thought I reſt, | | Thy 
And think how Armin once was bletz; Ane 
There o'er and oer thy letters I peruſe, W's 


And all my grief ia oue kind ſentence loſe, = 
Some tender line hy chance my woe beguiles, 
And on my cheek a-ſhort-liv'd pleaſure ſmiles ; 


Why 


MISCELLANIES. 119 
Why is this dawn of Joy? flow tears again n 
Vain are theſe oaths, and all theſe vows are van? 
Dapbnis, alas 1-the Cerdan knot has ty'd, | 
No force nor cunning can the band divide. 


4b faithlet youth ! ſince eyes the foul explain, 
Why knew I not that artful tongue could feign ? 1 


« — 8 
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ELEGY en LAP-DOG.: 
HOCK's fate I mourn ; poor Shock is now no more, 
Ye Muſes mourn, ye chamber · maids deplore. 

Unhappy Shock / yet more unhappy Fair, 

Doom'd to ſurviye dh joy and only care! 

Thy wretch'd fingers. now no more ſhall deck, 

Ind tye the fav'rite ribband round his neck; 

No more thy hand/hall ſmooth his glofſy hair, 

nd comb the wavings of his pendent ear. 

ct ceaſe thy flowing grief, forſaken maid ; 

mortal pleaſures in a moment fade: 


Le 


Our 
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For when a Lap- Dog falls no lover dies. 129 


— 


Our ſureſt hope is in an hour deſhoy d,. 
And love, beſt gift of heav'n, —— 


Methinls I for her frantick with defpair, 5 
Her ſtreaming eyes, wrung hands, and flowing hair 
Her Mechlen pinners rent the floor beſtrow, 
And her torn fan gives real ſigns of woe. 
Hence Superſtition that tormenting gueſt, 
That haunts with fanſy'd fears the coward. breaſt ; 
No dread events upon this fate attend, 
Stream eyes no more, wo woes ehe med. 
'Tho* certain omens oft ſorewarn a late, 

And dying lions ſhow the monarch's fate ; 
Why ſhould ſuch fears bid Czlia's ſorrow riſe ? 


Ceaſe, Celia, ceaſe; refrain thy flowing tears, 
Some warmer paſſion will diſpel thy cares. 
In man you'll find a more ſubſtantial bliſs, 
nn erkenn | 


He's dead, ben 
And may his tomb be by this verſe renomn'd. 
Here Shock, the pride of all bis kind is laid; 
Whe. fawn'd like man, but ni er like man betray'd, 
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T _ ad 5 datt 
Young Lady hs. with ſome Laxcenzrs 


rn be ene 
By preſents to convey their paſuon: 

No matter what the gift they ſent, 

The Lady ſaw that love was meant. 

Fair Atalanta, as a favour, © © © W 
Took the es de de ne rr 
Nor could the briftly thing affront her, TATE 
'Twas a fit preſent from a hunter, 


When Squires ſend woodcocks to the dame, 

It ſerves. to ſhow their abſent flame : 

Some by a ſnip of woven hair, pea . 
In polied lockets bribe the fair z 


How many mercenary matches, = 
Have ſprung from Di'mond-rings and watches ! | 
But hold—a ring, a watch, a locket, 
Would drain at once a Poer's pocket ; 

He ſhould ſend ſongs that coſt him nought, * 
| Nn 
Vor. II. | G 
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It might 
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know your what bold. 5 . 
f / think 8 eee 
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eat it, e ee 
ehe 
e led in ue. 
„ e on | 
"4 Yew I to-night eat Sago, ell apy. dam 
Should make me bluſh to f Aa 
N biter, "tis ſa warming. . 
93 If Feat | api cha 3 4 1" 
That ev'ry ap — . 
Wher t pillow. _ 
ee ae I CE dns. | 
0 I vow and ſwear, : an ms. Fl 
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« Away in danger f andes: e 
Aff, a 
C | 

© The ſhepherdeſs, tho liven ne 11 g N 
* To cool her youth, controuls her palate ; i 5 | | 4 
« Sould Dean's Maids turn liqu'riſh livers, | ! f 
„ eee eee KN 4 

« Then all beſide each glade and Viſto 5 
amen. 

A e 
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In chis, Low, . 
I ſent voa what I well might ſpare: 
For when I ſee you, (without joking) 
Your eyes, lips, breaſts are fo provoking, 
They ſet my 8 a-bhoop, 


+ Behold the birds who fly from tree to tree 3 
In their amours ſee nature's power appear ! 190 


P R 0 . 0 8 U E 
Defegn'd for the Paſteral Tragedy « of D IONZ, 


HERE was a time (Oh were thoſe days renew'd j 
Ere tyrant laws had woman's will ſabdu'd ; 

Then nature rul'd, and love devoid af art, 

Spoke the conſenting language of the heart. 

Love uncontroul'd! inſipid poor delight! 

"Tis the reſtraint that whets oor appetite.  - 

Behold the beaſts who range the foreſts free, 


And do they love? Ves One month in the year. 
Were theſe"the pleaſures of the golden reign ? 
And did free nature thus iniſtruct che faint 
I envy not, ye nymphs, your am'rous bowers - 
Such harmleſs ſwains ! I'm ev'n content with ours. 
But yet there's ſomething in theſe ſylvan ſcenes 
That tells our fancy what the lover means; 


Name but the moſſy bank, and moon - like grove, 
Is there a heart that does not beat with love? 
43:19. t 


"MISCELLANTES. | 123 
To- nigen we treat you with ſuch country fare, 
Then for your lovers ſake our author ſpare. , 
He draws no Hemftirt boors, or home bred clowns, 
i 


2 


F eG bb nee pat'a 

] hope, you'll own the ſhepherd ſhow'd his tafte : 

And Jove, all know, was a good judge of beauty, 

Who made the nymph Calle break her duty: 

Then was the country,nymph no aukward thing. 
ang 295 1 PRE] 


Yes fill markinks our auchor's fate I dread, | 
Were it not ſafer beaten paths to tread 
Of Tragedy ; than o'er wide heaths to ſtray, 
And ſeeking ſtrange adventures loſe his way? 
No trumpet's clangor makes his Heroine ſtart, 
And tears the ſoldier from her bleeding heart; 
e, fooliſh bard ! nor pomp or ſhow regards. 
Without the Witneſs of a hundred guards 
His Lovers figh their vows, —— if ſleep ſhovld take wy 
le has no battle, no loud drum to wake ye. | 
no ſuch ſhifts I there's danger in't, tis true; 


Vet ſpare him, wk gre yen ſomething new. 3 
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> FE t Tg | 
Sweet WILLI A M's Farew:!! 
to ee SUSAN. 


"ne 2 L L A. 


T. 
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5 When black ey d Sian came aboard, | 
| Oh! where ſhall I wy true love find! 
Tell, me, ye Jovial ſailors, tell me true, 
1 Nn I illian ai mat the ben. 
* e ee 
1 wan, whohigh upon the yard, © 
ay ur hn ode bp er TY 
ag oa one re 
He fights wid calf his eyes bei. 


MISCELLANTES; 
(1f, chance, his mate's ſhrill call he hear) 
And drops at once into her neſt. 
The nobleſt Captain in the Brit iſb fleet, 
Might erivy Milli lip thoſe kiſſes ſweet. | 
| nee nne 
O Sufan, Saſum, lovely dear, 
My vows ſhall ever true Yemain ; 
We only part to meet again. 
Change, as ye lit, ye winde ; my heart ſhall be 
The faithful compafs"that ſtilf points to thee. 


. 


They'll tell thee, failors, when away, 
In ry port a iniſtreſs find. 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
Tor thow genen whereſae'er 1 go. 
1 4 12 VI. ö be 
If to far Jadla's coal}, we ſuil, 
Thy eyes are ſaſſi in onde bright, 
Thy breath is 4796's wier dale, 
B ma 
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Thas ev'ry beanteous object that I view, aint 
Wakes in my ſoul aan cf ne 
e 
Thoagh Speer Cw 
Let not my preity S«/an mourn ; 
Though cannons roar, ee ee 
| William ſhall to his Dear return. - ; = 
Love ture ae th ball ht rand ms ty 
* NR d ry ths av hit 
The boatſwain gave ihe dreadia 3 
a The fails their ſwelling boſom ſpread, 
| No longer mult ſhe. ſtay aboard ; 1» g 
| They:kif'd, the 6gh'd, he hung bis head; 
Her less ning boat, unwilling rows: to land. 
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LADY' LAMENTATION. 
ALL A. 
HYLLIDA, chat lov'd to dream | 
In the grove, or by the eam: 3s 
Sigh'd on velvet pillow. 422 

What, alas ! ſhould fill her head 
But a fountain or a mead, — 
Water and a willow ? 
1 
Love in cities never dwells, 
He delights in rural cells | 
Which ſweet wood-bine covers, 
What are your A/emb/ies then? 
There, tis true, we ſee more men? 
But much fewer lovers. 
| aL... ; 
06, bow chang'd the proſpeRt grows ! PN 
Flocs aut herds to Fopy and Beans, 192275 
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Wende dan uur hebe fo H (+ 7 
T6 th torch and waren light, 1 Wen — 2 * 
And whole nights at Ombre. 


IV. 


Pleaſant as it is, to hear | 

Scandal tickling'ih our eur, 
Ev'n of our own mothers ; 

In the chit-chat of the day, 

To us is pay'd, when we're away, 
What we lent to others. 

Though the fav'rite Toaſt I reignz 

Wine, they ſay, that prompts the vain, | 
Heightens defamation. | 

Muſt I live twixt ſpight and fear, 

Ev'ry day grow handſomer, | 
And loſe my reputation; 
„ . 1 

Thus the fair to ſighs gave way, | 

Her empty purſe beſide her lay. 
Nympth, ah ceaſc thy ſorrow. 12 

Thongh curſt fortune frown to. night; 

This odious town can give-delight 

If you win to-morrow. 


DAMON 
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DAMON aid. eu 
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J. 
H E fun was now withdrawn, 


„„ eee 
The moos with or thi law * 


Her filver mantle ſpreads eds 


When Damon ſtaid behind, 
And fanter'd in the grove. - 
Will ne'er a nymph be kind, 
And give me love for love? 
Oh! thoſe were golden hours, 
When Love devoid of cares, 
In all Arcadia's bow'rs 


Lodg'd ſwains and nymphs by pairs! 
But now from wood and plain 


Flieg gy'ry ſprigbty laſs, 
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The ihe bs draws near, „ 
a the feat rere 

| While beauty CY here, — 
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At Court I never fail 


| To feaner rows wy aro, 

4 enen 
1 eee rows. er 
; .. 

[1 Then, an, if me you need. i 

Sight ly your hep hk downs = 

| Throw by your oaten reed. 

— And haſte away to town. u. 

8 well Tm known at Court, | 

6 | None wk where pid dw 
AI!ut readily reſort 8 

{ To Bos iv. 1 
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DAPHNTS 1 CHLOE 


SONG. 


| 8 
1 ſtood penſive in the ſhade, 


Pale looks accu d the eruel maid; 
And fighs reliev'd his love fick mind: 
His tuneful pipe all broken'lay, 
Looks, fighs, and actions ſeemed to ſay, 
My Chloe is unkind. 

I.” 


Why ring the woods with warbling throats 7 


Ye larks, ye linnets, ceaſe your Arie; 
1 faintly hear in your ſweet notes, vr 

My Chloe's voice thut wakes my pins + 
Yet why ſhould you your „ 
Your mates delight your ſong to hear, 

But Chlze mine difdains O07 1453690” | 


With arms acroſs, and head rl 3 
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III. 
Au hs he rated... ek” 
Dejeted as the lonely. dove, OD 


Sweet found broke gently through the wood. 

I feel the ſound: yr deut m me.. 
ee FO ONE ws, —— : 
No. Tu my Chloe's ſweeter tongue. 

Hark, bark, what ſays my love! 

| IV, 
How fooliſh is the nymph (he cries} _ 

Who rifles with her lover's Fin l, en 4 
Nature till ſpeaks in woman's eyes, .-. | 

Our artful lips were made to feign. · 

O Dephnis, Daphnis, twas my. pride, 
neee eee | 

Como back, Nr 
V. 
As t'other day my hand he ſeiz'd, 3 

My blood with thrilling motion flew: 
Sudden I put on looks diſpleas d, 

F And hay from his bold withdrew... 6 

"Twas fear alone, thou wple frain. 

Then bad thou pref, wy hand again, 
F 


+. 


re.. 


'Tis true thy tuneful reed I blam'd, 


That lip ſhould other pleaſures ſeek : 
Much, much thy muſick I approve ; 
Yet break thy pipe, for more I love, 
Much more.40 hear the ſpeals. 
. r 
My heart forbodes that I'm betray d, 
Dapbris J fear is ever gone; 
Laſt night with Delia's dog he play d, 
Love by ſuch trifles firſt comes on. 1 
Now, now, dear ſhepherd, come away, 
My tongue would no my heart obey. 
Ah Chlee, thou art won! 
A 003 2 764 49; 844 , 
The youth ſtep'd forth Wirk haſty pace, 
And found where wiſhing Chloe lay 3 
Shame ſudden Hghten'd in her face, 
Confus'd, ue knew not what to fay; 
At lai in broken words, the cry'd'; 


But Jam dot to-day © 
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That ſwellid thy p and roſy eheec; nat, 
Think not ti) Krill in ſong defam' Wann 


To marrow 50 in ae Mack cr) . 
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CONTE MPLAT ION 
oN 

N 155 GC. * 7. 
Hether and d glocw of WOO 
W Or my glad eyes enjoy a wie day, 


Still Nature's various face informs my ſenfe, 
Of an all-wiſe, c h b u-- 


eee e eee 
And ftrikes the diſtant eaſtern hills with light, 
Colour returns, the plains their liv'ry wear, 
And a bright verdure clothes the ſmiling year ; 
The blooming flow'rs with opening beauties glow, 
And grazing flocks their milky fleeces ſhow, 


— 
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MISOCELLANTES. 137 
The barren cli hene Ehalky'Fromts arif: 


But when the gloomy reign of -night returns, 
Stript of her fading pride all nature mourns : 


The trees no more their wonted verdure boaſt, 100 
Bat weep in de tears their beauty loft: 


No diſtant Jandfkips draw our curious eyes, 

Wrapt in night”s robe the whole creation lies. 

Yet ſtill, ev'n now, while darkneſs clothes the land, 
We view the traces of th* almighty hand ; - 
Millions of ftars in heav'ns wide vault appear, 
And with new-glories hang the boundleſs ſphere: 
The filver Moon her weſtern couch forſakes, 
And o'er the ſkies her nightly: circle makes, 
Her folid globe beats back the ſunny rays, 
And to the world her borrow'd light repays. 


” LF " 
, 


Whether thoſe ſtars chat twinkling luſtre ſend, 
Are ſuns, and rolling worlds thoſe ſuns attend, 
Man may conjecture, and new ſchemes declare, 
Yet all his ſyſtems but conjectures are: ; 
But this we know, that heav'n's eternal King, 
Who bid this-univerſe from nothing ſpring, 
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nn at his ord bid num'rous, worlds appear, 


45g worlds Nrn. eden be 


© Refreſh'd, che peaſant ſecks his early toll, 


The climes oppos'd enjoy meridian light: 


No more ſhall night's alternate reign be knowne 
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Ws wen mn fn, 
To other lands a rifing day he lends, - 3 
The ſpreading dawn another ſhepherd pie, 
The wakeful flocks from their warm folds arile, 


And bids the plow correct the fallow ſoil, . 5 f 
While we in ſleep's embraces waſte the night, 


With us again the rofy morning wakes ; 
In lazy ſleep the night rolls ſwift away, 
Wem OVA 
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When the irs thal b Gin the body Gown, 


The ſun no more ſhall rolling bght beitow, 
But from th' Almighty ſtreams of glory flow. 
Oh, may ſome nobler thought my ſoul employ 
Than empty, tranſient, ſublunary o ! 
But thou, O God, for ever ſhine the ſame. 
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Thou wert ; and when the ſubterraneous flame 
Shall burſt its priſon, and devour this frame, 


When fervent heat diſſolves the melting ſkies, | 
Tho {ll ſhalt be; fill, as thou wert before, 


O endleſs thought ! divine eternity ! * 
Th immortal ſoul ſhares but a part of thee 3. 
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RE the foundations of the world were laid, | 
Exe kindling light th' Almighty word obey d, 


From angry heav'n when. the keen lightning flies, | 


And know no change, n 
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For theo wert preſent when our life began, - 
"ON nnd by np banking ans. 


" 


a road, 
Amidſt our hopes, Fate ſtrikes the ſudden wound: 
To-day the ftateſman of new honour dreams, 
To-morrow death deſtroys his airy Schemes; 
Is mouldy treaſure in thy cheſt confin'd z 
Think all that treafare thou muſt leave behind ; 
| Thy heir with {miles ſhall view thy blazon'd berſe, 
0 And all thy boards with laviſh hand diſperſe. 

. Should certain fate th' impending; blow delay, 
Truuꝛ mirthwill cken, and thy bloom decay ; 
. 
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Then feeble age will all thy nerves diſarm, 
No more thy blood its narrow channels warm. 
Who then would wiſh @ firetch this narrow ſpan, 
mere, 25 


F444 % 
The virtuous foul purſues a nobler aim, 
And life regards but as a fleeting dream : 
She longs to-wake, and wiſhes to get free, | 
To lanch from earth into eternity. raph 
For while the boundleſs theme extends out thong t, 
Ten thouſand thouſand rolling years are nought. 
N | % My 
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Evander under the name of Lycidas. 
Cleanthes. 
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WOMEN. 
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Dione under the name Alexis. 
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ACTI SCENE IL. 


4A Plain, at the foot of a ſteep crappy 


Mountain. 


D TONE. LAUR 4. 


LAUR A. 


= HY doſt thou fly me? tay, unhappy fair, 

A Seek not theſe horrid caverns of deſpair; 
moor: 

Three times the lark has ſung his matin lay, 

And roſe on dewy wing to meet the day, 

Since firſt I found thee, ſtretch d in penſive mood, 

Where laurels border Laden's filver flood. 


Vo 1. II H DIO NI 


ö 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
. 
4 


bo trace thy ſteps the midnight air I bore, 
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rs de brown deſart, and vaſhelter'd 
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„Tia to thy hand my daily life L owe. 


Forget a wretch abandon'd to deſpair. 1 
L 4, A 


Say, in what grove thy lovely ſhepherd ſtrays, 
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Like the weak lamb you rais'd me from the plain, 
Too faint to bear bleak winds and beating rain; 
Each day I ſhare thy bowl and clean repaſt, 

Each night thy roof defends the chilly blaſt. | 
But vain is all thy friendſhip, vain thy care: 


Deſpair will fly thee, when thou ſhalt impart 
The fatal ſecret that torments thy heart; 
Diſcloſe thy ſorrows to my faithful car, 
Luſtruct theſe eyes to give thee tear for tear. 
Love, love's the cauſe ; our foreſts ſpeak thy flame, 
The rocks have learnt to figh Evander's name. 

If faltrivg ſhame thy baſhful tongue reſtrain, . 

If thou haſt look'd, and bluſh'd, and figh'd in vain ; 


+ Tell me what mountains warble with his lays ; 
Thither I'll ſpeed me, and with moving art 
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DIONE. 
Thy gen'rous care has touch'd my ſecret woe. 


Love bids theſe ſcalding tears inceflant flow, | 
Ill. fated love O, ſay, ye ſylvan maids, 


Who range wide foreſts and ſequeſter'd ſhades, 


ay where Evandey bled, point out the ground 
That yet is purple with the ſavage wound. 
Yonder he lies ; I hear the bird of prey: 
High o'er thoſe cliffs the raven wings his way; 


Hark how he croaks ! he ſcents the murder near. 


O may no greedy beak his viſage tear 

Shield him, ye Cupid: ; ſtrip the Paphian grove, 
nh ͥ TRA On! 
Down, heaving heart. fot 
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Yet if thy friendſhip ſtill the cauſe requelt ; 


a He 


The mournfl tale diſcloſe 


ru ſpeak ; though ſarrow rend my lab ring breaſt. 
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Know then, fair ſhepherdeſs ; no honeſt ſwain 
Taught me the dutics of the peaceful plain ; 
Unus'd to ſweet content, n0 flocks I keep, 
Nor browzing goats that overhang the ſteep. 
Born where Orchomenss' proud turrets ſhine, | 


T trace my birth from long illuſtrious line, 


Why was I train'd amidſt 4rcadia's Court? 

Love ever revels in that gay reſort; 

Whene'er Evander paſt, my ſmitten heart 
Heay'd frequent fighs, and felt unuſual ſmart. 
Ah! hadſt thoa ſeen with what ſweet grace he movd 


Vet why that wiſh ? for Laure then had-lov'd. 


Me e "AO 
Diſtruſt me not ; thy ſecret wrongs impart. - 


- DION E. 

Forgive the ſallies of a breaking heart, 
Ewvander's ſighs his mutual flame confeſt, 

The growing paſſion labour'd in his breaſt ; 

To me he came ; my heart with rapture ſprung, 
To ſee the bluſhes, when his falt'ring tongue = 
Firſt faid, I love. My eyes conſent reveal, 
And plighted vows our faithful paſſion ſeal. 3 
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Where's now the lovely youth ? he's loft, he's ſlain, 
And the pale corſe lies breathleſs on the plain 
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40 

Are thus the hopes of conſtant lovers paid? 
If thus —— ye Powers, from love defend the maid ! 

p. 
Now have twelve mornings warm'd the purple eaſt, 
Since my dear hunter rouz'd the tuſky beaſt ; 
Swift flew the foaming monſter through the wood, 
Swift as the wind, his eager ſteps purſu'd : 
"Twas then the ſavage turn'd ; then fell the youth, 
And his dear blood diſtain'd the barb'rous tooth. 


LAUR 4. 
Was there none near ? no ready ſuccour found ? 
Nor healing herb to ſtanch the ſpouting wound ? 


"DION E. 


In vain through pathleſs wood the hunters croſt, 

And ſought with anxious eye their maſter loſt ; | 

In vain their frequent hollows echo'd ſhrill, 

And his lov'd name was ſent from hill to lüll)ß; 
* H 3 | Zander 
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Ewvander hears you not. He's loſt, he's ſlain, 
And the pale corſe lies breathleſs on the plain. 
: L AUR 4 

Has yet no clown (who, wandsing from the way, 
Beats-ev'ry buſh to raiſe the lamb aſtray) 
Obſerv'd the fatal ſpot ? 

4 DIONE. 

— O, if ye pals _ 
Where purple murder dies the wither'd graſs, 


Wich pious finger gently cloſe his eyes, 
And let Nis grave with decent verdure rie. ( 


LAUR A. 


Behold the turtle who has Jo her mate : 

Awhile with drooping wings ſhe mourns his fate, 
Sullen, awhile ſhe ſeeks the darkeſt grove, 
And cooing meditates the murder'd dove; 

But time the rueful image wears away, 
Again ſhe's chear'd, again ſhe ſeeks the day. 
Spare then thy beauty, and no longer pine. 


| pf. | 
Yet ſure ſome turtle's love has equall'd mine, 
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Who 
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Who, when the hawk has ſnatch'd her mate away, 
Hath never known the glad return of day. 


When my fond father ſaw my faded eye; 
And on my livid cheek the rofes dye ; 
When catching fighs my waſted boſom mov'd, 
My looks, my fighs confirm'd him that I lov'd. 
He knew not that Evander was my flame, 
Evander dead! my paſſion ſtill the ſame ! 
He came, he threatned ; with paternal ſway 
Cl-anthes num d, and fix'd the nuptial day: 
O cruel kindneſs ! too ſeverely preſt ! 
I ſcorn his honours, and his wealth deteſt, , 


L AUR A. 
How vain is force! Love ne'er can be compell'd. 


.DIQNE. 
Though bound by duty, yet my heart rebell'd. | 
One night, when fleep had huſh'd all buſy ſpies, 
And the pale moon had journey'd half the fkies; | 
Softly I roſe and dreſt ; with filent tread, 
Unbarr'd the gates ; and to theſe mountains fled. 
Here let me ſooth the melancholy hours | 


Cloſe me, ye woods, 1 your twilight bow'rs ! | 
+4 A 
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And no Clranthes.interrupt my woe 
[ Melancholy mufick is beard at a di ihanct, 


With importuning love On yonder plain 
Advances flow a melancholy train; | 
Black Cypreſs boaghe their drooping heads . 


4 UR A. 


Alas ! Mi Ad Seed es. 
Behold the victim of Fartbenia s pride 
He ſaw, he ad, he low d, was ſcorn'd 0 * 


DIONE 
Whine db dos dabbinis Yitne of tbo plates 7 
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They beſt can ſpeak the conqueſts of her eyes, 
M hoever ſecs her, loves who loves her, dies. 


D-1ON 8. 
Perhaps untimely fate her flame hath croſt, 
And the, like me, hath her Ewan loſt. 5 
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LAUR 4. 


. —— If pi move 

Your generous boſom, pity thoſe who love. 

There late arriv'd among our ſylvan race 

A ſtranger ſhepherd, who with lonely pace 

Viſits thoſe mountain pines at dawn of day, 
Where oft”. Parthenia takes her early way, | 
To rouſe the chaſe; mad with his am'rous pain, | 
He ſtops and raves.; then ſullen walks again. 
Parthenia's name is born by paſling gales, . 

And talking hills repeat it to the dales. - 

Come, let us from this vale of ſorrow go, 

Nor let the mournful ſcene prolong thy woe. 


[ Exennt. 


ern 


Shepherds and "Shepherdeſſes of + vid with . 
Cypreſs and Yrw ) bearing the body of "ng of 


1 SHEPHERD. 
Here gently reſt the corſe With fakring breath 
Thus ſpake Mena/cas on the verge of death. | 
* Belov'd Palemon, hear a dying friend; 
© See where yon hilt with craggy brows aſcend, 
© Low in the valley where the mountain grows, 
* There firſt I faw her, there began my woes. 
When I am cold, may there this elay be laid; 
There often ſtrays the dear the crue! maid, 
WT © There as ſhe walks, perhaps you'll hear her fay, 
4B * (While a kind guſhing tear ſhall force its way) 
4 How could my ſtubbotn heart-relentleſs prove? 
Ah poor Menalcas all t fault was love! 


* Thc; and the e 
novel Marcella in Don Quixote. 
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When pitying lions oer a carcaſe groan, 
And hungry tigers bleeding kids bemoan ; 
When the lean wolf laments the mangled ſheep ; 
Then ſhall Parthenia o'er Mrenalras weep. 
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1 SHEPHERD. 


When famiſh'd panthers ſeek their morning food, 
And monſters roar along the defart wood ; 

When hifling vipers ruſtle through the brake, 

Or in the path-way rears the ſpeckled ſnake ; 
The wary ſwain th" approaching peril ſpies, 

And throdgh ſome diſtant road ſecurely flies. 

Fly then, ye ſwains, from beauty's furer wound; 
Such was the fate our poor Mena/cas found ! 
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2"EHEPHERYD. 
What ſhepherd does not mourn Manalcas ſlain ? 
Kuld by a bard'rous woman's proud diſdain ! 
Whoe'er attempts to bend her ſcornful mind, 
Cries to the defarts, and purſues the. wind. 
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Mr Oo rcp rae af oft 
If you would know his pipe's melodious ſound, 
Aſk all the echoes of theſe hills around. 
For they have Iearnt his ſtrains ; who ſhall rehearſe 
The ftrength, the cadence of his tuneful verſe ? 
Go, read thoſe lofty poplars; there you'll find 
—— Mato gd! bins 
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| 2 SHEPHERD 
; Vet what avails his ſkill ? Parrhenia flies. 
Can merit hope ſucceſs in woman's eyes ? 

r SHEPHERD: 
Why: was Partbenia form'd of ſofteſt mold. 
Why does her heart ſuch ſavage nature hold? 


O ye kind gods ! or all her charms efface, 
Or tame her. heart ſo ſpare the ſhepherd race. 


2 SHEPHERD. 


As fade the flowers which on the grave I caſt; 
$0 may Parthenia's tranſient beauty walte ! 
YR) 1. SHEP- 
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Or SHEPHERD. 
Or ſees the wrinkle which ker forehead wears ? 
Thinking her feature never ſhall decay, 
This ſwain the ſcorrs, ffom that ſlie turns away. 
But know, as When the roſe her bud unſelde. 
Awhile each breaſt. the ſhort-liv'd fragrance holds: 
r eee eee eee 
The lovely ruin's ever thrown aſide. 
80 ſhall Parthenia be. 


2 SHEPHERD: 
—— See, ſhe appears, 
To boaſt her ſpoils, and triümph in our tears. 


12 * 


2. > SIR N 3 


SCEME MM. 
Parthenia appear, from — 
PARTHENIA SHEPHERDS: 
| i SHEPHERD. 
Why this way doſt thou turn thy baneful eyes, 
Pernicious Byfilik ? Lo | there he lies, | 
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Thers tes the en ee Jamey Yew 5 Bat 
See, at thy preſence, hom he bleeds anew! No 
e vet oveiett 424, Iw 
* FARLEEMNISG, 
” Spe my fame? 
| I en virgin's . " Hes 
i If I'm a Bafilifs, the danger ff, Wy 
j Shun the ſwift glances of my venom'd eye = = Sinc 
| If I'm a murd'rer, why approach ye near, We 
Þ And to the dagger lay your boſom bare ? 
* 
"SHEPHERD. = * 
1 What hear i prof egg that face dixie nas 
Lohe is not in our power. | ws 
| pk | Moſ 
1 PARTHENIA a 
| — Is love in mine? Min, 
1 | 1 * No! 
Or with falſe hope his paſſion ſtrove to gain ; If 50 
Then might you juſtly curle my ſarage mind, Gof 
4 Then might you rank me with the ſerpent kind: For 
| 
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Pat 1 ne'er trifled with a ſhepherd's. pain, 
Nor with falſe hopes his paſſion ſtrove to gain; 
I was not cruel ; he was obſtinate. | 


r SHEPHERD. 


Hear this, ye ſighing ſhepherds, and deſpair. 
Unhappy Heidas, thy hour is near: 
Since the ſame barb'rous hand hath ſignꝰd thy a 
We'll lay thee in our lov'd Mena/cas tomb, 


, 

Why will intruding man my peace deſtroy ? 
Let me content, and folitude enjoy 

Free was I born, my freedom to maintain, 
Early I ſought the unambitious plain. 

Moſt women's weak reſolves like reeds will ply, 
| Shake with each breath, and bend with ev'ry figh ; 
Mine, like an oak, whoſe frin-roots deep deſcend, 
No breath of love n ſhake, no ſigh can bend. 
If ye unhappy Lycidas wauld fave; - 

Go ſeek him, lead him to Mmalcar” grave; 
Forbid his eyes with flowing grief to rain, 
Like hm Menalcas wept, but wept in vain; 


— 


| 160 D TO N E 
1 Bid bim his heart conſuming'groans give oer: 


| Tell him, I heard ſuck piercing groans before; 
And heard unmov'd;' O Lycidas; be wiſe, 
Prevent thy fate. Lo / there Menalcas lies; 


| "SHEPHERD: 
Now all the melancholy rites are paid; 
And o'er his grave the weeping matble laid; 


chaly poſture looking ou the grave of Menalcas. 
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| Let's ſeek our charge; the flocks diſperſing wide, If 
| / Whiten with moving fleece the mountain's fide, (W 
| Truſt not, ye ſwains, the lightning of her eye, If 
0 Left ye, like him, RIPON deſpair, and dye. (W. 
iN 

| 3 [Exeunt Shepherds, 05 c. Pantheafs remains in a neolun = 


SCENE 


SCENE IV. 


LYCIDAS. PARTHE NIA. 
LYCIDAS. 

When ſhall my ſteps have reſt ? through all the wood, 
And by the winding banks of Lacdon's flood 
I ſought my love. O ſay, ye ſkipping fawns, 
(Who range entangled ſhades and daiſy'd lawns) 
If ye have ſeen her! ſay ye warbling race, 
(Who meaſure on ſwift wing th' aerial ſpace 
And view below hills, dales, and diſtant ſhores) 
Where ſhall I find her whom my ſoul adores ! 
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CEE v. 
LYCIDAS. PARTHENIA DIONE, 
ane h 
[Dione and Laura n 
E TD | 
What do I ſee? no. Faney tnocks.my eyes, 
And bids the dear deluding viſion riſe. 
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D TONE 


is he. My foringing heart her poeſimen feels 
bee, proftrate Lycidas before thee kneels. 


[Kneeling to Parthenia, 
Why will Parthenia turn her face away ? 


PARTHENIA: 
Who calls Parthenia ? bah 


[She farts frem ber melancholy 3' and ſeeing Lycic::, 
dies into the wood. 


LYCIDAS. 
o wivg my fort, kind Loves „„ 
Fleet as the mountain roe, when preſt by hounds. 
EY ay = \g ot 
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U LAUREL. 
„ a trad all her colour flies, 
And life is quite unſtrung. Ah! lift thy eyes, 
And anſwer me; ſpeak, fpeak, tis Laura calls. 


Speech has forſook her lips,-She faints, the falle 
Fan her, ye Zephyrs, with your balmy breath, 


And bring her quickly from the ſhades of death : 


Blaw, 
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D 1 ON E. 163 | 
Blow, ye cool gales. See, ſec, the foreſt ſhakes ; 
With coming winds! ſhe breathes, ſhe moves, ſhe wakes, 


DIONE, 
Ah falſe Ender / 


LAURA. .. 
— n—__— ty ſobbing bref. 
Say, what new ſorrow has thy heart oppreſt. 


| by DIONE. | 
Didſt chou not hear his fighs and ſuppliant tone? 
Didſt thou not hear the pitying mountain groan? 
Didſt thou not ſee him bend his ſuppliant knee ? 
Thus in my happy days he knelt to me, 
And pour'd forth all his foul ! fee how he ſtrains, 
And leſſens to the fight o'er yonder plains 
To keep the fair in view ! run, virgin, run, 
Hear not his vows ; I heard, and was undone |! 


LAURA.- 
Let not imaginary terrors fright. 
Some dark delufion ſwims before thy ſight. 
I faw Pasthenia from the mountain's brow, 
And Lycidas with proſtrate duty bow ; 
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164 D ION E. 
Swift as on falcon's wing, I ſaw her fly; 


And heard the cavern to his groans reply. 
Why ftream thy tears for forrows not thy own ? 


DIONE. 


Oh ! Where are honour, faith, and juſtice flown ? 
Perjur'd Ewander / 


x LAURA. 
— — Death has laid him low. 
ee eee that wakes thy woe. 


DIONE. 


ee eee whom Lycidas + you name, 
(Whoſe faithleſs boſom feels another flame) 


Is my once kind Evander—yes—'twas he, 
He lves—but lives, alas! no more for me. 


| LAURA. 
Let not thy frantic words confeſs deſpair. 
| DIONE. 


What,. know J not his voice, his mien, his air-? 
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Ves, I that treach'rous voice with joy believ'd, 
That voice, that mien, that air my ſoul deceiv'd. 
If my dear ſhepherd love the lawns and glades, 
With him I'll range the lawns and ſeek the ſhades, 
With him through ſolitary deſarts rove. 1 
But could he leave me for another love? 
O baſe ingratitudss | 

LAURA. 

— uſd thy grief, 
And let my friendly counſel bring relief 
To thy deſponding foul. Part bhenia's ear 
Is barr'd for ever to the lover's prayer; 
Ewvander courts diſdain, he follows ſcorn, 
And in the paſſing winds his vows are born. 
Soon will he find that all in vain he ſtrove 
To tame her boſom ; then his former love 
Shall wake his ſou), then will he ſighing blame 
His heart inconſtant and his perjur'd flame : 
Then ſhall he at Dione's feet implore, 
Lament his broken faith, and change no more. 


DIONE. 
Perhaps this cruel nymph well knows to feign 


To 


„% DONE 
To raiſe his paſſion. Such are female arts, 
— Ms ID tha ama 


140 4 ; 
Parthenia's breaſt is Rieel'd with real ſcorn. 


DIONE.. 


And doſt thou think Ewandey will return ? ho 
| M 
LAURA. Be 
Forgo thy ſex, lay all thy robes aſide, 2 
Strip off theſe ornaments of female pride: _ 
The ſhepherd's veſt muſt hide thy graceful air, "4 
With the bold manly ſtep a ſwain appear; 
Then with Evander may'ſt thou rove unknown, 
Then let thy tender eloquence be ſhown ; 7e 
Then the new fury of his heart controul, | bs 
And with Dione's ſufferings touch his ſoul. On 
| | Ma 
DIONZ. Ma 
Sweet as refreſhing dews, or ſummer ſhowers No 


To the long parching thirſt of drooping flowers; 
Grateful as fanning gales to fainting ſwains, 


And ſoft as trickling balm to bleeding pains, Ry 
8 due 


oN 
guch are thy words. The ſex ſhall be reſign'd, 
No more ſhall braided gold theſe treſſes bind; 
The ſhepherd's garb the woman ſtall diſguiſe. 
If he has loſt all love, may friendſſup's tyes 
mn 


LAURA. 
2 — Oo, proſp'rous mad, 
May ſmiling love thy faithful wiſhes aid. 
Be now Alexis call'd. With thee I'll rove, 
And watch thy wand'rer through the mary grove 
Let me be honour'd with a fiſter's name ; 
For thee, I feel a more than fiſter's flame. 


DIONE. 


Perhaps my ſhepherd has outſtript her haſte. 
Think'ſt thou, when out of fight, ſhe flew ſo faſt ? 
One ſudden glance might turn her ſavage mind ; 
May ſhe like Daphne fly, nor look behind, 
Maintain her ſcorn, his eager flame deſpiſe, 
Nor view Zander with Diont's eyes | 
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ACT u. SCENE 1. 


Lycidas Jing on the grave of Menalcas 


LYCIDAS. 


ER HEN tall theſe ſcalding fountains G. 


e flow? | 1 4 
How long will life ſuſtain this load 


of woe? 


ot AY Why glows the morn ? roll back, 00 


ſource of light, 
And feed my ſorrows with eternal night. 


Come, ſable Death! give, give the welcome ſtroke ; 


The raven calls thee from yon blaſted oak. 


What pious care my ghaſtful lid ſhall cloſe? 
What decent hand my frozen limbs compoſe ? 
O happy ſhepherd, free from anxious pains, 
Who now art wandring in the ſighing plains 


Of bleſt Zlfum where in myrtle groves 


Enamour'd ghoſts bemoan their former loves. 


Open 


D 1 NE wy 
Open, thou filet grave ; for lo? I come 

S e 

There ſhall my boſon burn with friendſhip's flame, 
There, like two nightingales on-neigh'bring er yy 
Bat if cold Death ſhquld cloſe Par#henies eye, 

And ſhould her beauteous form come gliding by ; 
Friendſhip, would ſoon in jealous fear be loft, ge 
And kindling hate purſue thy rival ghoſt. 


SCENE II. 


LTCIDAS. 'DrONE in a Ates, habit. 


17014. 
Hah ! F be timely wiſe; 
Truſt not thy ſafety to Parthenia's eyes. 
As from the bearing faulcon flies the dove, 
So, wing d with fear, Parthenia flics from love. 
| IC» *? | rien 22 4 


vo l. I. 1 DIONE, 


| Bid the lur's DG a nes eee 


Leſt you ſhould ſee her, and like me deſpair. . 


170 DON E. 
08 108 „ee 
if nee bt Beat a 


From the cold marble riſe : .. 
Why lie you panting, like the ſmitten deer ? 
enn 3 


N LYCIDAS. 


On ſoaring pinion rove the ſpacious ſcies: 

Bid the cag'd linnet range the leafy grove ; 

Then bid my captive beart get looſe from love. | 
The. ſnares of death are ore me. Hence ; beware; 


D ION E. 


No. Let her come ; and ſeek this vale's receſs, 
In all the beauteous negligence of dreſs ; - | 


Though Cupid ſend a ſhaft'in'ev'ry glance, 
Though all the Graces in her ſtep advance, 
My heart can ſtand it all. Be firm, any breaſt; 
Th' enſnaring cath, the broken vow deteft : 

That flame, which other charms have pow's to mov ©, 
O give it not the ſacred name of love! | 

| x . 


D 1 O N E 
Th pee iel, . 


Love's ſeated in the ſoul, CIs ? 
What then avail her charms ? my conſlant bet 


n and mock a ſecond dart. | 


LYCIDAS.. 


But you perhaps a happier fate have foupd, | 
And the fame hand that gave, A ad. 


Or art thou left abandon'd-and forlom, 


A wretch, like me, on Tae pre and erm? 


| DIONS. 
O tell me, ſhepherd, hath thy faitblefs 


mg 


Falſe to her vow thy flatter'd hope betray'd! 


Did her ſmooth ſpeech engage thee to believe ? 


Did ſhe proteſt and ſwear, and then deceive ? 


duch are the pangs I feel.! t wan c 
5 eee 
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Let meaner Beauties learned i in female ſnares 
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172 DIONE 
| Such vulgar arts nc er aid her conqu'ring eyes, 1 
And yet, Where-e er ſhe turns, a lover ſighs. | 


Vain is the ſeady conſtancy you boaſt; 
ghee Jors 8 tee of bars for. Mo 


DION FE. Uh, hp 
as ode WL he Ld ores: 
He that hath known' to change, ne'er knew to love. 
Though the dear author of my hapleſs flame 
1 Piurſue another; ſtill my heart's the ſame. 
Am I for ever left? (excuſe theſe tears) 
| IRON pvp 


LYCIDAS.. | 
Ws cc I. Me, Jha: . 


| 

| 

\ _ | a Zoe hey ues 
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| He beſt can pity who hath felt the W ũ³. . 


LYCIDAS: 
= Since diffrent objects have our ſouls poſſeſt, 
Av No rival fears our friendſhip ſhall moleſt. 


N 4 Ur 
Come let us late d M of theſe brown hills, 
And drive our flocks befide the ſtreaming rills, 


Should 


Should the fair tyrant to theſe vales return. 
How would thy breaſt with double fury burn ! 


SCENE U. Fi 
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Fly, . 1 5 8 
Beware of love; the proudeſt of her race 4 5 1 
This way approaches: from among the pines, : 

mug wodeg pe tegees........ 4 
I ſaw-the nymph deſcend. T1 


——_— 


- 


. 1 
From her the paſſing Zephyrs ſteal perfumes, ; 
As from the vi'let's bank; with odours ſweet ' 
Breathes every gale z ſpring bloams. beneath her feet, 


I 3 


| Let us belgad theſe wyrile's twining arme 


Yes, my feds aro awe ou 19 yo: 
2 40 4 | 
N en elbe . 
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My Love is fairer than the ſnowy breaſt 

Of the tall ſwan, whoſe proudly-ſwelling cheſt 

Divides the, wave ; her treſſes lpoſe behind. 

Play on her neck, and wanton in the wind ; 

The rifing bluſhes, which her cheek o er · ſpread, 

Are op'ning roſes in the lily's bed. 

Know'ſt chou Parthenia F— 
nt; 04% LI URN A | 

— . ˖ is the ſve 

Who ſerves ſuch pride]! behold Menaker* grave! 

Yet if Alexis and this ſighing fwain 

Wim to behold the Tyrant of the plain, 


Retire unſeens':fromy thetice farvey her charms, 
Wild as the channting cheaſh upon the pray, 
At n approach be fwäftly flies away, 


wpngy * 
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- the. young hare, I've ſeen the panting maid | 
top, liſten, runs ee eee 


1 


1 5 Ares. 

e 1 

Shepherd, beware now fortify. thy heart. {To Dione. 
„ eee eee bought. 
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PARTHE N14. 
Hah ! what inſcription marks the weeping Rone ? 
O pow'r of beauty enalcas lies. 


Gaze not, ye ſhepherds, on Parthenia's eyes. 

Why did heav'n form me with ſuch poliſh'd care? 
Why calt my features in a mold fo fair? 

If blooming beauty was a bleſſing meant, 

Why are my Gghing hours deny'd content ? 
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Feeds the black ſnail; and lures voracious flies; 
The juicy pear invites the feather'd kind, 

And pecking finches ſcoop the golden rind ; 
But beauty ſuffers more pernicious wrongs, = 


Blaſted by envy; and cenforioud töngues. 


And pleafing glances boaſt ſufficient grace 


To wound the ſyain ſhe loves | no jealous fears, 
Shall rex her nuptial Rate with vightly tear, 


Nor am'rous youths, eee | 


Infeſt her days with dull impertineiice. 
But why talk L of love 3 wy guarded bent 
Diſowns his pow'r, and turns aſide the dart. 
Hark ! from his hollow tomb Menalca: cries, 
De Oe ee yo. 
Come, Lycidas; the mournful lay peruſe, 
Leſt thou, like him, — — 


bare pure ain 01 tenb. 


{ pra eue LYCIDA'S. Wa ae 


Call'd the not Lycides Feome, wy af; | 
"y FLAG 
boo es pity mals Into a tear, 70 * 
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DON E. 15 ö 
Aſſiſt me, Love, exert thy W , 4 
nh; In, * * — and ae q: 
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DIONE. . bens; N 
- Raſh ſain, be wiſe : 
Tis not from thee or him, from love the flies. 
Leave her; Re. ae te hold Trans. 
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24 
— Why this furious haſte ? i 
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LYCIDAS. ad F 
Cuban mez/ looſe me: 73 


„„ 1 STONE: 
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Shepherd, PO ROY 
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LYCIDAS.. bd} hal 
[2 74 cen "vo: tage 
Hear me, Parthenis, = fe eta * 
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Rs "PARTHENTE. 


ay ou} 


SAINT Pet From behind the ſhade 


Methought a voice ſome liſt ning ſpy betray'd. 
Yes, I'm obſerv'd. 000 [She run; ont, 


© 40 be ' 
* F * r — 


e 0 "LYCIDAS. vi 


| mean tes, nymph ; thy flight ſufpend : 
che hears me not—when will my ſorrows end ! 
As over-ſpent with toil, my heaving breaſt 
vg _ [He remains in @ fixt melaic:), 


LYCIDAS. Drown. LAURA. 


2404 
. bi reaſon wake, 
Subdue thy paſſion. - 


INIGEUE 46 | 1 g 
M 1 1 
2 I] I never ſpeak ? 

. 1 p | She's 


NON ung 


My troubled head upon, thy friendly breaſt. 
The foreſt ſeems to move, — O- curſed late! 
I doom'd to love, and ſhe condemn'd to hate! 
Tell me, Alexis, art thou fill the ſame ? 
Did not her brighter eyes put out the flame 
Of thy firſt love? did not thy flutt ring heart,. 
( $4463 


ag * 1 65 
Fows eee alga of ber m e tee? 45 
Yet I unmoy/d.cap on this beauty, gaze, ' 
Mindfal of former promiſe ; „eee 
My thoughts, my dream g my ev'sy wiſh-is there,” 
Since then our hopes are laſt ; let friendſhip 's ty 
Calm our diſtreſs, and flighted love ſupply ; 
Let us together drive our fleecy ſtore, 
And of uagratetal woman think no more. 


Ius. LYCIDAS: 1 ite B's 
ad Rp I | fo 
| oe 5 
Why dine thy W e 
2 met , Names. 


| 180 D TON 2 
Her niceſt hand employ d S ber lovely face © 

| Win beauteous feature ſtanipt ;* with roſy dyes = 
wd ber far chock wit iyhtnig arm's her . 
But if thou ſearch the ſecrets of her mind. 
Where ſhall thy cheated foul a virtue nd) 
Sure hell with cruelty her breaſt ſupply d. 
How did the glory when Menalear dy'df © 
Pride in her boſom reigns ; ſhe's falſe, ſhe's vain ; 
She firſt entices, then inſults the ſwain; 

Shall female cunning lend thy heart aftray ? - 
Shepherd, n ee 


. Sn Iro—_—_— IR nn 
ORE — Yn De — ——.g — 
* 


— ͤꝛñ—ä W 
. _— - » 


. 


—_ 2 — _— — T 
23232 — eee — — p «ð;àð— 
— — ů — 
—— A— 
_ I —— — 
— é q A eo 


| | | bag 

i" | 20 e e e 

if 4 H Jie of at 3s FIVE "ny 1 

! Lani bo E : 
tr 


I _— DoE | 
14 To ſome far grove retire, her fight diſclaim, 
14 Nor with her charms awake the dying ame. 
| Let not an bour thy happy flight Gaſpend ; 


| \ : . 2 = 
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Tei l bs e be t phi, Fo "18 
ho ad hte among th rr ruin, ts | 9 
Devoid of care. 1 

14024 1 
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Nor with the en walk indulge thy pain. 
Haſte to the town ; there (I have Kune 


2 "*- ard — — 


The courtly nymph her treſſes binds with gold, } |} 
To captivate the youths ; the youths appear 1 
In fine array in ringlets waves their hair (Cope; 1 1 


Rich with ambrofial ſcents, the fair to move, 

And all the buſineſs of the day is love. 

There from the gawdy train ſele& a dum, ö 
Her willing glance ſhall catch an equal flame. 


LYCIDAS. 
Name not the Court, The thought my * confounds, 
And with Dieses wrongs, my boſom Rs 
Heav'n. july vindicates che faithful maid; 2} 6s : 
And now are all my broken vows repaid. rs N. 
Perhaps ſhe now laments wy fancy d death 12 Ne 
r 


Sigh'd 


N ON 


75 

Sigb' d forth her name.. O. golt, vo more upbraid ! 

Jes. mmm. LA. 
Dione ang Laura apr, 


DATON. 
Elark j how. rfletion wake his conſcious ben. 


wt — „„ 


From my pale lids the trickling, ſorrows fart ;. . | 
How ako ak fe digs confine ! 


Non ee 
J. 


""L4URA.. 


eee 


Be yet a while ankoows, . If grief ariſe, 
And force a pallage through thy guſbing eyes, . | 
Quickly retire, thy ſorrows to compoſe ;. 
Or with a lool ſerene diſguiſe thy woes. 
7 anda ated Laura walks ar dfn, 


LYCIDAS. 


cal then, Ait, lee me thus dire? 


Where's now the boaſted friendibip of thy breaſt? 
Haſt thou not oft ſurvey'd the dappled deer 
Is toc) hon l pad the pallets for, 


7 EEE, 
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And Gece the d iim Bom che Wey, 1 
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or he gew, and bein would join the band, 
„ l 
2 — 


ee e aer 
Why eee ne'er bal vr. 
Sooner ſhall ſwallows leave their callow brood, ole 
Who with their plaintive chirpings cry for food ;. 
Sooner ſhall hens expoſe their infant care, f 
When the ſpread kite fails wheeling in the air, 3 


Wrong not by ens GRE breaſt. 


2 701545. 


H thy fair-ſpoken tongue thy boſom fhows,. 
Deo OI EAT Ee. 


59's 


*DIONE. 
Far be lügen; in my truth conkide, 
© let my heart thy load of cares divide!” 


rep 
Know then, Mears, that in vain I trove 


To break her chain, and free uy foul from love; 
On 


* | 
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Than I fonſale thee when by danger preſt, : 
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On the lim'd twig thus finches beat their wings, 
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The ſlow - pac d days have witneſt d my deſpair, 


Upon my weary couch fits wakeful care; 
ener I OO oy ren. 
bene dire poetic ure 
g 


pon. 7 


And in thy kind commas had hy friend. 


LYCIDAS. 
Whene'er my faltring tongue would urge my cauſe, 
Deaf is her ear, and ſullen ſhe withdraws. 
Go then, Alexis, ſeek the ſcoruſul maid, 
In tender eloquence my ſuff rings plead ; 
Of lighted paſſion you the pangs have known; 
O judge my ſecret anguiſh by your own ! 


DIONE. 
Had I the ſkill inconſtant hearts to move, 
My longing ſoul had never loſt my Love. | 


8 


DPEAON SE  (tss 


My feeble tongue, in theſe foft arts untry d. 
Can ill eee thunder of ber,, 4 
When the ſhall bid me to thy bower repair, 
How ſhall my trembling lips her threats declare! 
How ſhall 1 tell thee, that ſhe could behold, 
With brow ſerene, thy corſe all pale and cold 

Beat on the daſhing billow ? ſhould thou go 

Where the tall hill o'er-hangs the rocks below, 
Near thee thy tyrant could unpitying ſtand, 

Nor call thee back, nor Rretch'a ſaving hand, 
„ er eee 2022 
ron 


LYCIDAS. 


a unexperienc'd youth, that whman's mind. 

Oft ſhifts her paſſions, eee 
Sudden ſhe ages, like the troubled main, 

Now ſinks the ſtorm, and all is calm again. o_— 
Watch the kind moment, then my wrongs impart,. . | 
And the ſoft tale ſhall ſhall glide into her heart. 1 10 
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Let her awhile, neglected by the ſwain, 
Paſs by, nor ſighs moleſt the cheerful plain: 
Thus ſhall the fury of her pride be lad: 
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/ Deep then among the green-wood ſhades II rove, 


As RS e 
Hang on her knees, and bath her feet with tears 

If fighs of pity can her ear incline, 4 

(0 Lyridas, thy Weis rape in whine) [16 
— BY WAS Milk the as, 

Thy voice more fweet than hotes along the vale 
Rreath'd from the watbling pipe: the moving ftr2ir. 
Shall ſtay her flight, and conquer her diſdain. 

Yet if ſhe hear; ſhould love the meſſage ſpeed, 

Then dies all hope z-——then muſt Dione bleed. Lui. 
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Haſte then, dear faithful ſwain. Beneath thoſe yews _ 

Whoſe ſable arms the browneſt ſhade diffuſe, 
Where all around, to ſhun the fervent y, ee | | 1 
The panting flocks in ferny thickets lie; : if 
There with impatience ſhall I wait my friend, 


Oer the wide proſpect frequent glances ſend | | Jl 
To ſpy thy wiſh'd return, As thou ſhalt find | 4 
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DI1ONE. 
Methinks I'm now ſurrounded by deſpair,” 
And il ny lem wes ape lf fo he. 
Thus the young linnet on the rocking bough 
Hears through long woods autumnal tempeſts blow, 
With hollow blaſts the claſhing branches bend, 
And yellow hew'rs of ruſtling leaves deſcend +. | 4 


we”. ONE. 

She ſees the friendly ſhelter from her fly, 

Nor dare her little pinions truſt the {ky ; 

But on the naked ſpray in wintry air, 

All ſhiv'ring, hopeleſs, mourns the dying year. 

What have I promis'd ? raſh, unthinking maid | 
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Why wak'f thou thus diſturb'd with frantick air ? 
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When thus the yielding nymph ſhall bid thee ſay, 
Let not the ſhepherd ſeck the ſilent grave, 

. + Say, that I bid kim Hy." if hops can fore: 


2 LAURA. 
Hath be diſoern'd thee through be fwain's dig, 
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Where ſhall my ſearch this envy'd Beauty find? 
I'll go, my faithleſs ſhepherd's cauſe to plead, 

Ard with, my tears accuſe the rival maid, . OC 
Yet, ſhould her ſoften'd heart to love incline ! 
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LAURA. g 
thoſe arg ll thy fears | Foendr's thine.” 
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Why thould we both in ſorrow waſte our days? © * 6. 
If love unſeign'd wy conſtane boſom ſuayo, 9 

His happineſs alone is all I prise, 

And that is center'd in Paten ; eye, 
Haſte then, with earneſt acal ber love i TJ . 
To eh ki hors gde tov bit breath s more 
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5 ERE let me reſt, and inthe liquid B. 
View with impartial look my fading face. 
Why aze Parthenia's ſtriking bead 


07 "iS priz'd Ha | . 
And why Dione " weaker glance deſpis'd? POR 
Nature in various molds has beauty cal, © = 
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And form d the feature for evch glfferent tale: 
This fighs fon golden locks and a: eyes; 

That, for the globs of fable. dyes. | 
Let all mankind theis locks. de eyes dotelt, 


So I were lovely in Zane s breaſt ! 

When o'er the garden's knot we caſt our view, 

While ſummer paints the ground with various hue ; 
25 | Some 
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And ſowe the filver lily's bending head: 
Some the junqull in ſhining yellow reſt, 
And ſome the fring'd carhation s varied velt; | 
Some love the ſober vi'let's purple dyes. 


390 


Thos beauty fates th alf vent lovers eyes. *o | 
But bright Patthenia like the roſe appears, | 


She in al ehe peil lufire bear. 
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Weeps fair Dione in the penſive ſhade ? 

Haſt thou yet found glie-oferatching bower, | 

Which guards Parthemaom/the fultry hour? 
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$eeſt thou the waying tops of yorder woods, 
11 Whoſe aged arms imbrown the cooling floods? 
| The cooling floods o'er breaking pebbles flow, | 
© 8 And waſh the oil from the big roots below ; . 
wum the tall rock the daſhing waters bound. 
x Hark, o'er the fields the ruſhing billows ſound! 
FI There, loſt in thought, and leaning on her crook, 
4 Stogd the ſad nymph, nor rais'd her penſive/look ; 
With ſeed eye the bubbling waves ſurvey'd, © 
| And watch'd Gs wing eddys, a they play'd 
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q | Thither to know my certain doom I ſpeed, 
F For by this ſentence'life or death's decreed. [Exit 
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But ſee! ſome la Mage Bends this way 3 | {1 
His broider'd veſt reflects the ſunny ray: » 3s 3 


— 


Now through the thinner boughs I mark his wien, 

Now veil'd, in thicker ſhades he moves unſeen. 

Hither he turns z I bear a mutt ring ſound ; 

Lehind this rev rend oak with ivy bound 

Quick I'll retire ; with buſy thought poſleſt, 
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CLEANTHES. 
The ſkilful hanter with/experievd eme 
Traces the'doublles of the circling has: 
C hs Ws wotry how | 
O'er hills and plains) in-diftant brakes is found r 
With eaſe we rack ſwift hinds and fipping roes, © 
But who th intonſtant ways of woman knows? te 
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| Where the. flop hell he warbling vo; 


But if thou frequent join thoſe ſylvan banda * 
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They fay, the wanders with the fyivan ban 
Aiid-courts the ative Treedoitis of eplits;  — 
Shepherds explain their with without offence, *— © 
Oe I CC | 

© lead we where the rural youth rerer, 


Perhaps on daiſy d turf reelines the maid, 

And near ber fide fowe rival clown is hid, 
Yet, yet I love her. O loſt nymph return. 
Let not thy fire with tears inceſſant mourn; wy 
Return, Toft nymph ; bid Sorrow ceaſe to * 
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Call'd he not loft Dione? hence Ill Gare, 
gs defer te "and it his op'ning hear? ET Ji. 
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CLEANTHE 8: | 
Tell me, fair nymph, direft may. wandring ways | 
Where, in cloſe bowers, to ſhun the ſultry r: ra, 
Repoſe the ſwains ; . 
The bord ing ſoreſt and tho thymy hill. ban 
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Seven year food Wee olds, rhcls vows and oh "th 
And by the leſs" ning and the length ning ſhades, 
Have mark d the hours 3, what time my 1 to 
To ſunny mountains, or the watry mead: 
Train'd in the labours of the ſylvan crew, | 


Their ſports, retreats, their cares and loves 1 | knew. 
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Inſtrutt me then, if late among your race, 
A ſtranger nymph.is found, of noble grace, 
[n rural arts unſkill'd, no charge the tends 2... .... 
Nor whiter nnd tak envy te alert © 
Mills the big udder d ewe. Ur wu ö 
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Zach day ür the neighd'r ring nymphs ad fe | 
To ſhare the paſtime of our jovial plains ; TT 1 
How can I thefe thy roving beauty trace, * | en ; 
Where not ne nymph is bred of vulgar race ? _> 
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Warm in each feature is her mother ound! 
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CLEANTHES. 
IF e bent with fla! dury bend. 
If &er you forrow'd when a parent mourn'd; 
Tell her, I charge you, with inceſſant groan 


Her drooping fire his abſent child bemoans. | 
x rainy tht | 

T 4ER. 
wan 0 | 
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With fiorms of paſſion tok, 
When firſt he learnt his vagrant child was loſt, 
Then up he ſtarted, and with fixt ſurpriſe, 
While thus be cry'd. . In her my life was bound, 
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+ Or on the willow hung, with head reclin'd, 5 
All pale and cold ſhe wavers in the wind. | 775 
Did I not force her hence by harſh commands ? 1 


Did not her ſoul abhor the nuptial bands? 


LAURA. 


Teach not, ye fires, your daughters to rebel; 
By counſel rein their wills, but ne er compel. 
6 


CLBANTHES. 
Ye duteous daughters, truſt theſe tender guides ;. 
Nor think a parent's breaſt the tyrant hides, 


LAURA. 
The moving tale runs thrilling to my ſoul. 


CLEANTHES. 
Perhaps fe wanders in the lonely woods, 
Or on the ſedgy borders of the floods; 
Thou know'R each cottage, foreſt, hill and'vals,, 
And pebbled brook that winds along the dale. 
Search each ſequeſter'd dell to find the fair; 


And juſt reward ſhall gratify thy care. 
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Se virgin's flight, 
And guard Diane from his prying fight} . 


CLEANTHES. 
Mean while 1. ſeek the ſhepherd's 8 abode, 
Point me, fair ed ag theſe doubtful roads. 
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Seeſt thou you! in 

Ia the green valley graze the flocks below : 

There ev'ry gale with warbling quick floats, 

Shade anſwers atlas, Rong nn. 
Sd ones gold ww ae Cleantage 

He's gone ; and to the Aiſtant vales is ſent, 

Nor ſhall his force Dionr's love prevent. 


But ſee, ſhe contes aghin with kaſty pace: by 
And Nr d. 140, mg * favs.” 5 
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Nor rais'd ſhe from the ſtream her ſettled wok, N 
Till near her fide I ſtood 3 hey head ſhe rears, 


Starts ſadden, ande her ſheicks confeſs ber Fears. | 


L4UR4. 
Did not thy words her thoughtful ſoul ſurpriſe, 
And kindle ſparkling anger in her eyes? 


DON x. 

Thus lie epi) U, with rate and ſebrn por. 
Win impottunihg 10% neter give me reſt Vans of 
. Why am thits in defarts wild purſu'd, 5 600/0'Þ, 
| ike-guilty conſtiences when ftain'd with dieser _l 
* Sure boding Tavens; Fon the blaited"gak)” tO 1 © 
* Shall learn dhe mine of Tocher ts creak,” alert A 
To ſouhd'it'in thy ard: Ms Fakes pals by.. 
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K 4 Lot 


FL 


g 
tt 
* 


% 


aa. St. "I * . 1 2 l ** ths the. r 0 * 
” — 1 r W Wide hath thi nt * a 
at >. 4 Lf OG wed ths 6 6 bb. Aloo tak N 


r 


— —é— — — 9 
— 


— — 3 — — — - 


wo. m Wr 


N e ee ee e 

© Joon ae « viftica to her pride, 

* Shall ſeek the grave —— + ON 
, With look all pale, ſhall glide the reſtleſs ſhade 
Of the poor ſwain ; while we with haggard eye 
© And briſtled hair the fleeting Phantom fly. 

still let their curſes innocence upbraid : 
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don ho poi vouch her hang eral! 


DIONE. 
She & the more diſdain, the more T pref. 


LAURA. 

| When you were gone, theſe, walks. a ranger erf. 
He turn'd through ev'ry path, and wander'd loſt ; 
To me he came ; with courteous ſpeech demand: 
Beneath what bowers repos'd the ſhepherd bands 
A ſhepherdeſs was found of courtly, graces 
— eee 
But for no bribe tho faithful cangne betrays. 
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Should he come back ; Suſpicion's jealous eyes 
Might GOIN Age Bs Goes Feats." 
Now ev'ry noiſe and whiſtling wind I dread, 
ng; ͥ Ag. 
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LAURA. "154-8 1 
He fads he left your houſe involy'd in'cares; 1 7 I O 
Sighs ſwell'd each breaſt, each eye o'erflow'd with tears 3 
For his loſt child thy penſive father mourns 1 
And ſunk in forrow to che duſt returns, 7 
And fiill'the Agbs that tear his anxious hearts. 
Soon ſhall, Ewazider, wearied with diſdain. 
Forego theſe fields, and ſeek the town again. 
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DIONE.. 
Think; Lava, what thy haſty thoughts perſwade. 
If I return, to-Love a victim made, 
My wrathful Sire will force his harſh command, 
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On the high, nuptials of the Court looh ound: 


Where hall, Alea ons happen pair he found 


There marriage is for ſervile int'reſt ſought : 
Is love for wealth or pour or title bought ? 
Tis hence domeſtick; jars-their peace.deſtroy, 
And:tofe adaltiry: Realsthe ſunmeful jo. 


But ſearch we widꝰ e all the blif6fullplains, = 


How fondneſs ſtrengthens with the rolling years! 


Nor jealous accuſations wake the night. 
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May all thoſe bjcſings on Died dell. 
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Shall. ee Parent give perpetual Arif. 2 
e dam by child: who Salk Ki he's. 7 W 
Though "heÞequeath'T me all nete . 
And all the flocks the ruſſet down contains; 

With all the golden harveſts of the year, 

Far as where Fohdet purple mountains rear; 
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Can theſe the broils of nuptial life prevent ? 1 5 


Can theſe, without Evander, give content? "th 
But ſee, he comes, 


"Y * LAY : > 
n L AUR 4. 5 . 
— 2 Til to the vales repair, 22 


— by the ſeam wy feccy care. 
May'ſt thou the rage of this new flame controul, 
e [Ex. Laura, 
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wy LYCIDAS. N 
Say, my Alexis, en thy words impart | 3 
Kind rays of hope to cheer a doubtful heart? 
How didft thou firſt my pangs of love diſcloſe ? 
nr brow gooſema gay wore? | 
Heave on her heal, a hogaiſh in her h 
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Pronounce her utmolt ber; +," 


| To meet my doom. r 
1 II DIONE. 
1} _ Why thould thy fate depend on Woman's will 
. Forget this tyrant, and be happy f. 
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ban Wille her nets fone har fight, 
Nor than with wrathful glance my hated fight? 
Will the conſent my Sighing plaint to hear, 


Nor let my en be loſt in air a 127 p 
"pong" | 


Can marian waa the illing form, 
When foaming waves the yawning deep deform # 

When o'er the fable cloud the thunder flies, | 
Say, who ſhall calm the terror of the Kies? 1 
Who ſhall. the lion's famiſh'd roar aflwage ; | 
And can we ſtill proud woman's ftronger rage? 


Soon as my faithful tongue pronounc'd Gy nam, 


Sudden her glances ſhot geſentful fammm 
Be dumb, ſhe cries, this whining love give Oer, 1 6 1 
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Can Poverty that haughty heart obtain 
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"Tis vanity that rules all, kind, 
Love is the weakeſt paſbon of d ir mind. 
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Though. L were bent beneath a load-of vers. 
And feventy Winters thind my hoanjihanss: 
Yet if my dlive/branchiey dropt with ddt. 
And crooked ſhares were. brigliten'd-in, my ſoil. "x 
If lowing herds my fat ning meads poſſeſt. 

And wy white fleece the tawny mountain dreſt ; 
Tha would tans md wid po deny gpinc. 
Then with fond mercenary ſiniles advance. - 
eee eee ee ee ee 
And ſroward anget in my-bolom neige ee 
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D O Na. 
Though avarice my coffers cloath'd in ruſt, 
And my joints trembled with enfeebled luft ; 


Yet were my ancient name with titles great. 


If to her love all-tempting-wealth pretend, 
vat een ae ve end? 
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Conqueſts, "et bought, men e. 1 
Ard juſtly flight dhe mercenary prize. 69) 8 4 1 
LYCIDAS. | FN 1 
| now a haze in her bread rae, % | e | 
Direct ber glance and ev'ry action guide, ; ' | 
Still let Aire faithful friendibip aid, 1 
Once more attempt to bend the ſtubborn maid, 195 
Tell her, no baſe born ſ win pravokes her ſcorn, f 


No clown, beneath the, ſedgy cottage dom: Int ws 7 
Tel! her, for hey this (ylyan dre. I ock, "rt 
For her my name and pomp of Courts forfook 3 * 

My lofty roofs with golden. ſculptpre, ſhine, | Ar Fr Mann! 


And my high birth, delcends fam angiens line. 
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Love is a ſacred voluntary fire, 346408 21 
Gold never bought that pure, that chaſte deſſre. 
Shall graſp falſe flatt'ry and the feign'd careſs ; 
Can we believe that mean, that ſervile wiſe, 
Who vilely ſells her dear-bought love for life, 
Would not her.virtue for an hour reſign, . 
If in her Gght the profer'd treafure ſhine 7 5 
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1701045. 
Enn reaſdn (when hy winds ſwift hes 2 
Oer waving harveſts of autumnal corn) ths 
The driving fury of the flame reprove? 
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'DIONE. 

Wine Wh Grids be th tte 
The noble youth to quit this ſylvan maid ? 
' Reſign thy crook, no more to plains reſort, . 
Look round on all the beauties of the Con; 
"There ſhall thy merit find a worthy flame, | 
a | 
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Think, If theſe offers ſhould thy wiſh obtain, 

And ſhould the ruſtick beauty ſtoop to gain ; 

Thy heart could ne'er prolong th unequal fire, 

The ſadden blaze would in one year expire; 

Then thy raſh folly: thou too late ſhalt chide, 

To Poverty aud baſe-born blood ally'd ; 

Her vulgar; tongue ſhall animate the ſtrife, 
F | 
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LYCIDAS. | 
doch is the force thy faithful words impart, 
That like the galling goad they pierce my heart. 
You think fair virtue in my breaſt redes, 
That honeſt truth my lips and actions guides, | 
Deluded ſhepherd, could you view my ſoul, 
You'd ſes it with deceit and treach'ry foul ? 
I'm baſe, perfidious, Ere from Court I came, 
Lore kingled from the train. a beauteous dame ; 
The tender maid my fervent vows believ d, 
My fervent vows the tender maid deceiv'd,- | 
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Sure the faf land hides rage vim kb broad, 

And cooing turtles are with hate poſſeſt | 
| And thoſe meck locke a petjue'd heart diſguiſe. 
Ah ! who ſhall yow-on faichleſs man depend ? wu , 
The treach'rows Topur paomw anal & Gini. 665 


LYCIDAS. 0 
When with Djone's love my boſom glow'd, 
| Firm conſtancy and trgth fancere I bo. d bs” 
But fince Parebenia's brighter charms were I 
My love,»wy conſtancy and truth are len 
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Are ot thy Kol with conſcious an gail ung 
Swift vengeance malt Gerke he e tongue. "dl 
The Gods the Eaiils of injur'd love all = 
And gm wid fa pd Parti a 
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Go, try her j bempt her With wy be and kate. we 
N 5 win ſubdue her hate. 
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0 rather turn bs des 6d that loſt maid, 
Whoſe hourly ſigbs thy faithlefs oath upbraid ! 
Think you bghald her at the dead of night, | * 
Plac'd by the glimm ring taper's paly light, 
With all your letters ſpread before her view, 
While trickling tears the tender lines bedew 3 
Sobbing ſhe reads the perj'rys, qver and o rr. | 


EYEADAL. 
Let me forget her. ere : þ& vat? 


Den. 
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Think ſhould, Fartibenia to thy hopes confent 3» / . 

When Hymen' join your hands, and mufick's Is 2s.) 
Makes the glad echoes of thy domes rejoics, .- ' . © 
Then ſhall Dione force the crouded hall 
KneePat thy feet and loud for: juſtice cally: vo © 
Could you behokikber weltring on the ground. 
The purple dagger reeking from the wound? | 
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Could you unmor's this dreadful ght furvey > 
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DIONSE. 


Bid all your peace adieu O barb'rous youth, = 


Can you forgo your honour, love and truth? 
Yet ſhould Parthenia wealth and title flight, -- 
Would juſtice then reſtore Dione's right > 
Would you then dry her ever-falling tears : 
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Ii! in you? ſhade thy wiſh'd return attend ; TT 
Co ( i ne RIES: - 
ores, 
DIONE, 
Should her proud ſoul refiſt the tempting bait, 
Should ſhe contemn his profer'd wealth and ſtate, 
Then I once more his perjur'd heart may move, 
And in his boſom wake the dying love. 
As the pale wretch involy'd in doubts and fears, 
an trembling in the judgment-hall appears; 


80 ſhall I Hand before Parrbenia's es, 
For as ſhe dooms, Dione lives or dies. iy 
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LYCUDAS. 'PART 1 Z 5 Al in @ d. 


: WARE rc . 

I ay no rade ind the raſlin branche 
Breathe bolt, ye lent £6, x nor wake 
. 1 "my Love. 

4 Fe Dankerds, piping homeward on the way, 


. W Let not the diſtant echoes learn your lay; 

Strain not, ye nightingales, your warbüüng tinbat, 
May no loud take prolabg the Atiriller note, 

1 Leſt ſhe awake ; O Weite Her eyes, f 

1 That I may gaze ; fof ihe Wake, the flies. 

While eaſy dreams compoſe her peaceful ſoul, 


What anxious cares within my boſom roll | 
Is 
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i rr wth Gghs bengaid ae bergholt 
aud tand under cloſs my LWerping „ eg NAS 
Her Tovely viſion Tiſes to my vie, 
Swift flys the nymph, and ſwift would I purſue ; 


1 ftrive to call, my tongue has loft its ſound ; 11 3 
13k+ tocded oled, my feet benumb'd are EI, 2 , 


"Struggling I wake. Again myyſforrows flow, 

And not one flatt xing dream deludes my /m. 
What innocence !; how-meek is ry ee 1 
How ſweet the ſmile that dimples amber face, -: - 
Calm as the ſleeping) ſens-!- hut ſhopld my! ſighs! |! 
Too rudely breathe, what angry ſtorms would riſe ds? 
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Though the fair roſe with beautecus bluſh he crowü'd, 


Beneath ber fragant leaves the thorn is found; e ©) 
The peach, chat with, invitiag efitpſon bios. 
Deep at the heart the cank'ring worm conſumes ; 

"Tis » alas ! thoſe lovely Teitires 1 ps 
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ML aa, 
And does ſhe languiſh for the glitt ring bait ? 
Againſt the ſwain ſhe might her pride ſupport. | 

Can ſhe ſubdue her ſex, mT Cour ? ” 
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And the rich bracelet ſparkles on her arms; 


In fancy'd heaps the golden treaſure glows : 
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Sleeps the in theſe doſe bernd 


LYCIDAS. 
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And drive her hence away. Till now, in vais 
I trod the winding wood and weary plain. E) 
Hence, Lycidas ; beyond thoſe ſhades repoſe, 

While I thy fortune and thy birth diſcloſe. 
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May I Parthenis to thy friendſhip owe 4 \ 
DIONE.. y 
O rather think on loſt Dioxe's woe! 


Muſt ſhe thy broken faith for ever mourn, 3 , : 
And will that juſter paſſion ne er return? me f. 


F 
Upbraid me not; but go. Her ſlumbers chaſe; 


And in her view the bright temptation place. 
[Exit Lycidas 
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Vex not wy quiet with his hateful flame. 


4 * ' — 1 a i ao * * , Ki 
= j ' 


218 D 7: 0:0 @ 


. 


9 
of 2 ag % A # 
2 8 OS 1 "JUL wh 
PAS 25 2 * e N 


o 0 o 


* 


SCENE III. 
DIONE. PARTHENILA. 


'DIONE. 

Now flames the weſtern ſky with golden beams, 
And the ray kindles on the quiv'ring ſtreams ; 
Long flights of crows, high-croaking from their ſood. 
Now ſeek the nightly covert of the wood ; 

And gath'ring vapour from the heath aſcends. 
Shake off this downy reſt ; wake, gentle maid, 
Truſt not thy charms beneath the noxious ſhade. 
Parthenia, riſe. 
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PARTHENTA. 

— What voice alarms my ear? 
1 Approach not, Hay ! Alexis there 
Let us together to the. yales deſcend, | 
And to the folds our bleating charge attend ; 
But let me hear no more that ſhepherd's name, 


DIONZz. 
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| DoE. 100 | 
Can I behold him gaſping on the ground, 4 1% 
And ſeek no healing herb to ſtaunch the wound? 1 
For thee continual ſighs conſume his heart, 

'Tis you alone can cure the bleeding ſmart, 
Once more I, come the moving cauſe to plead, 

f ſtill his ſuff rings cannot intercede, J 

Yet let my friendſhip do his paſſion right, 

And ſhow thy lover in his native light. 
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 PARTHENTI4. 


Why in dark wyſt'ry are thy words involwd? 
If Lycidas you mean: know, I'm refoly'd. 


| DIONE. 
Let not thy kindling rage my words reſtrain, 
Know then; Parthenia flights no vulgar ſwain. 
For thee he bears the ſerip and ſylvan crook, 
For thee the glories of a Court forſook. 
May not thy heart the wealthy flame decline! 
tis honours, his poſſeſſions, all are thine. 
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PARTHENIA, 
If he's a Courtier, O ye Nymphs, beware; 
Thoſe who moſt promiſe are the leaſt fincere. 
The quick-ey'd bawk ſhoots headlong from above, 
And in his pounces bears the trembling dove ; * 
The pilf ring wolf o'er-leaps the fold's defence, 
But the falſe Courtier preys on innocence. 
If he's a Courtier, O ye Nymphs, beware ; 
Thoſe who moſt promiſe are the leaſt ſincere. 
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DIONE. 
Alas | thou ne'er haſt prov'd the ſweets of State, 
Nor known that female pleaſure, to be great. 
"Tis for the town ripe cluſters load the poles, 
And all our Autumn crowns the Courtier's bowles ; 
For him our woods the red-ey'd pheaſant breed, 
And annual coveys in our harveſt feed; _ . 
For him with fruit che bending branch is ſtor'd, 
ee er har Unis e ee | 
If (when the market to the city calls) 
We chance to paſs beſides his palace walls, | 
Does not his hall with muſick's voice refound, 
And the floor tremble with the dancer's bound? 
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D I O N E. 
Such are the pleaſures Bad, han give, 
When thy relenting boſom bids him live. 


PARTHENIA. 


See yon gay goldfinch hop from ſpray to pay, © , | 


Who ſings a farewell to the parting day; 

At large he flies o'er bill and dale and down: 

Is not each buſh, each ſpreading tree his own ? 

And canſt thou think he'll quit his native brier, 

For the bright cage o'er-arch'd with golden wire? 

What then are honours, pomp and gold to me? 

Are thoſe a price to purchaſe liberty 
DIONE. 

And on the ſolemn rites the virgins gaze ; 

When thy fair locks with glitt ring gems 28 grac'd, 

And the bright zone ſhall ſparkle round thy waſte, 

How will their hearts with envious ſorrow pine, 

When Ae BONE Jo Wis Rane 00 e | 
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PARTHENTA. 
And yet, Alexis, all that pomp and ſhow 
a 9 internal woe. 
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| When the chaſte lamb js from her fitters led, 
And interwoven garlands paint her head ; 

The gazing flock, all envious of her pride, 
Behold her kipping by the Priefteſs' fide ; 

— Zack bopes the flow'ry wreath with longing eyes ; 
While the, alas! is led to ſacrifice ! 

Thus walks the bride in all her fate array'd, 


The gaze and enyy of each thoughtleGs maid. 
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As yet her tongue reſiſts the tempring ſnare, | 
And guards my panting boſom from deſpair. = [.4/.. 
Can thy ſtrong ſoul this noble flame forego ? 
Muſt ſuch a lover waſte his life in woe? 


""PARTHENI 4. 
Tell him, his gifts I ſcorn ; not all his art, 
Not all his flattery ſhall ſeduce my heart. 
Courtiers, I know, are diſciplin'd to cheat, 
Their infant lipy are taught to liſp deceit; 
To prey on eaſy nymphs they range the ſhade, 
And vainly boaſt of innocence betray's ; | 
Chaſte hearts, unlearn'd in falſhood, they aſſall, 
Aud think our ear will drink the grateful tale: 


, Ns. 
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No.  Lycidai ſhall ne'er my peace deſtroy, © 7 | | 
I'll guard my virtue, and content enjoy. e | | 
| 
| 
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DIONE. 8 ; | 
So ſtrong a paſſion in my boſom burns, | 4 
Whene'er his ſoul is griev d, Alexis mourns! 11 
Canſt thou this importuning ardor blame ? | 1 
Would not thy tongue for friendſhip urge the ſame ? 


PARTHENIA. -: 1 

Yes, blooming ſwain. You ſhow an honeſt mind ; . 
I ſee it, with the pureſt flame refin d. 
Who ſhall compare love's mean and groſs deſire 
To the chaſte zeal of friendſhip's ſacred fire ? 
By whining love our weakneſs is confeſt ; 
But ſtronger friendſhip ſhows a virtuous breaſt. 
In Folly's heart the ſhort-liv'd blaze may glow, 
Wiſdom alone can purer friendſhip know. 
Love is a ſudden blaze which ſoon decays, . 
Friendſhip is like the ſun's eternal rays ; | | 
Not daily benefits exhauſt the lame, -— 
It ſtill is giving, and ſtill burns the ſame ; 
And could Alexis from his foul remove 
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Such mild, ſock gentle looks thy beart declare, 
"Fain would my breaſt thy faithful friendſhip ſhare. 


224 


DIONE, 
How dare you in the diff rent ſex confide? 
And ſeek a friendſhip which you ne'er have try'd ? 


PARTHEMNIA:". 
Yes, I to thee could give up all my heart. 
From thy chaſte eye no wanton glances dart; 
Thy modeſt lips convey no thought impure, | 
With thee may ſtricteſt virtue walk ſecure. 


DIONE. 
Yet can I ſafely on the nymph depend, 
Whoſe unrelenting ſcorn can kill my friend? 
©. PARTHEN1A. 
Accuſe me not, who att a gen'rous part; 
Had I, like city maids, a fraudful heart, 
Then had his proffers taught my ſoul to feign, 
Then had I vilely-ſtoopt to ſordid gain, A 
Then had I ſigh'd for honours, pomp and gold, 
And for unhappy chains my freedom ſold. 
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If you would fave him, bid him Jeave the plain, 
And to his native city turn again ; 
There, ſhall his paſſion find a ready cure, 
There, . 207 hay peg rpg. ab! 
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u but urg' d in vain. 
Alas ! thou only canſt aſſuage his pain 
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Why ſtays Alexis; ? can my boſom bear 

Thus long alternate ſtorms of hope and fear? 
Vonder they walk; no frowns her brow diſguiſe, 

But love conſenting ! in her eyes; 
Here will 1 liſten, here, impatient wait. nb 
Spare me, Parthenia, and reſign thy hate. Aft, 
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PARTHENTA 

When Lycidat ſhall to the Court repair, 

Still let Alaris love his Reecy care 3 

DL AA coat ah: owe, 

And let Parthenia ſhare his peaceful hours. 
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What do I hear ? my friendſhip is betray d . 
The treach'rous rival has ſedue'd the maid. he Lie. 
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PARTHENIS 


With thee, where bearded goats deſcend the ſteep, 
Or where, like winter's ſnow, the nibbling ſheep 
Cloths the lope bills: 1'll paſs the cheerful day, 
And from thy reed my voice ſhall catch the lay. 
But ſee, fill Ev'ning ſpreads. her duſky wings, 
| The flocks, flow-moving from the miſty ſprings, 
Now ſeek their fold. Come, ſhepherd, let's away, 
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To cloſe the lateſt labours of the dax. 
[Exrunt hand in ben. 
W. SCENE 


LYTCIDAS. _ 
My troubled heart what dire diſaſters rend ? 

A ſcornful miſtreſs, and a treach'rous friend ! 
Would ye be couzen'd, more than woman can; 
Unlock your boſom to perſidious man. 


One faithful woman have theſe eyes beheld, 

And againſt her this perjur d heart rebell'd : 

But ſearch. as far as earth's wide bounds extend, 

Where ſhall. the wretched find one faithful friend <q 


SCENE Vl. 
LYCIDAS. DIONE: 3 
LYCIDAS. 
Why farts the fwain !? why turn his eyes away,. 
As if amidſt his path the viper lay? 
Di 
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Did 1 not to thy charge my heart confide ? 
Did I vot truſt ths near Partheia's ide, N. 


rn 


. 


% 


— = She ſtraight my call obey d. 


And downy flumber left the lovely maid ? 
As in the morn awakes the folded roſe, 
48 ior fees: 
N KY 
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Could thy guarded heart, 
W 8 
Vet on Ale wis let my foul depend.” 
Nene pet's e . 
And thou, 7 r 


DIONE. 
o could thy piercing eye diſcern my break! 


| Couldſi thou the ſecrets bf toy boſom ſee, 
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LYCIDAS. 


1 againſt hypocriſy, defence, 1 x8 
W hes wanb and leaks with nncomee |. 55 


ra. 


Say, ſhepherd, when you profer'd wealth and ſtate, 
Did not her ſcorn and ſuppled pride abate ? . 


DIONE. 
As ſparkling di'monds to the feather'd train, 
Who ſcrape the winnow'd chaff in ſearch of grain 
Such to the ſhepherdeſs the Court appears : i 
Content ſhe ſeeks, and ſpurns thoſe glitt · ring cares. 


LTCI DAS. 


Tis not in woman grandeur to deſpiſe, Wik! 
Tis not from Courts, from me alone ſhe fies, 
Did not my paſſion ſuffer like diſgrace, 
While the believ'd me born of ſylvan race? 
Doſt thou not think, this proudeſt of her kind 
Has to ſome rival ſwain her heart refign'd ? 


DTO YE. 
No rival ſhepherd her diſdain can move; 
Her frozen boſom is averſe to love. 


LYCL. 
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LYCIDAS. 
Say, art thou ſure, that this ungrateful fair 
Scorhs all alike, bids all alike deſpair ? 


| Diez. 
How can I know the ſeerets of her heart? 


_EYCIDAS. 
Anſwer ſincere, nor from the queſtion ſtart. N 
Say, in her glance was never love confeſt, 
m4 : no en * from hs reſt 2 


DIONE. 


© Lyeides, bid. all thy us?" Le 

Let not a thought on her diſturb thy peace.. 
May juſtice bid thy former paſſion wake ;, = 
Think how Dione ſuffers for thy ſake : ; 
Let not a broken oath thy honour ſtain, 
Recall thy vows, 190 ſeok the town again. 


LYCIDAS. 


What means Alexis ? where's thy friendſhip own? 
r the hateful town? 
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Hath ſome new ſhepherd warm'd Paribenia's braſt? 
And does my love his am'rous hours moleſt ? 

Is it for this thon bid'ſt me quit the plain? 

Yes, yes, thou fondly lov'{ this rival ſwain. 

When firſt my cheated ſoul thy friendſhip woo'd,, 
To a} eren be ho 
O falſe Mexis! Pl „ N 


. WI cc 
Thy jxlow mind's by Weak fears d. vides 544 


LTCI DAS. Free 

Was not thy boſom fraught with falſe deſign? 
Didſt thou not plead his cauſe, and give up wine? MN 
Let not thy tongue evaſive anſwer ſeek ; 1 5 
The conſcious crimſon riſes on thy cheek : 
Thy coward conſcience, by thy guilt diſmay'd, 
Shakes in each joint, and owns that I'm betray'd. 

| R ; 
tow my poor heart is wrong'd f O ſpare chy friend ? 
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Seck not detected falſhood to defend. V 25 
DIONE. 
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If this be ſhe for whom Alexis pin d, Wil 

© She now no more is to thy vows unkind, 

= Behind the thicket's twiſted verdure laid, | — 
I witneſs'd ev'ry render thing ſhe ſaid ;. 
I faw bright pleaſure kindle in her eyes, 

Love wara'd each feature at thy ſoft replies. 


Ich 4 


| DIO VE. 4 Bo 
Vat have ie nk, . le 1 | f 

| K eb 

f l vas is all defence. 

3 VC 2 

Haſte, from my fight, Rage burns in ev'ry vein ; In 

£ an ne ju orange again. 85 

DOE. With P, 


o ſearch wy heart ; there injur yd truth choul't ind. 
ry rc. 
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LYCIDAS. 4 
Talk not of Truth; long fince ſhe left mankind. = 4 
So ſmooth a tongue ! and yet ſo falſe a heart! 
Sure Courts firſt taught thee fawning friendſhip's " art ! #k } 
No, Thou art falſe by nature. | | | 1 


DIONE. . 8 f 

F | 
— , Let me cr | | 
This heavy charge, and prove my trult ſincere. We: 


"LYCIDAS. 
Boaſt then her favours ; ſay, what happy hour 


Next calls to meet her in th' appointed bower ; 
Say when and where you met. 


DOE. 


n — - he rage ſuppreſt. 

In ſtabbing mine, you wound Paribenia's breaſt, 
She ſaid, ſhell defy'd Love's keeneſt dart: 
Yet purer friendſhip might divide her heart, 
ere. 
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EI CIDAS. 
A woman's friendſhip ever ends in love. 1 
Think not theſe eli tales my faith command » 
Did not I ſee thee preſs her ſnowy hand? 
O may her paſſion like thy Friendſhip laſt! _ 
May ſhe betray thee ere the day be paſt! 
Hence then. Away. . Thou'rt hateful to my fight, 


And thus I ſpurn the awning bypoctice. [Ex. Lycid. 
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SCENE VII. 


DIONE. 
Was ever grief like mine ! O wretched maid! 
My friendſhip wrong d! my conſtant love betray d 
Misfortune haunts my ſteps were-e'er I go, 
And all my days are over eaſt with woe. 


Long have I ſtrove th' increaſing load to bear, 


Now faints my ſoul, and finks into deſpair. 
O lead me to the hanging mountain's cell, 


\ 
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Where waters, trickling down the rifted wall, 

Shall lull my ſorrows with the tinkling fall. 

There, ſeek thy grave. How canſt thou bear the light, 
When baniſh'd ever from Evander's fight ! 


* 


DIONE..LAURA. 4 
: © — Y 3 | 
: 


r 
Why hangs a cloud of grief upon thy brows ? 1 
Does the proud nymph accept Evander's vows q | 
DIONE. | 


Can I bear life with theſe new pangs oppreſt ! 0 
Again he tears me from his faithleſs breaſt: 2 
A perjur'd Lover firſt he ſought theſe plains, g 


And now my friendſhip like my love diſdains. 

As I new offers to Parthenia made, 

Conceal'd he ſtood behind the Woodbine ſhade. 

He ſays, my treach'rous tongue his heat betray'd, 

That my falſe ſpeeches have miſled the maid ; 
N With 
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With groubdleſt fear he thus lis foul deketves'; * 
What Sony er e 1 bi 
„ F 
#4 AURA n At 
K ON ata, | H 
Aud let the wrong'd: Dione Rand corifett 5 1 
| When he ſhall learn what ſorrows thou haſt born. T 
„ noe” wrote - Lt 
| Sure he will pity hee. 2 
A 7 
deen T 

5 No, Laura, no 


Should I, alas | the ſylvan dreſs * 


Then might he bier that I er pride onen, 


That injur'd love inſtrufts me to reſent ; * 
Our ſecret enterprize might fatal prove: 5 
Man n. perſecuting love. F 
Wav 4»: +" _ n 

Avoid Parthenia ; left his rage grow warm, 1 5 
And jealouſy reſolve ſome fatal barm. 1 . : 
ela 7 S... + An T 


O Laura, if thou chance the youth to find, 
| TUTTLE ef eee 


us Should 


DF: ON; I 2 
Should I once more his awful preſence ſeek, 
The filent tears would bath my glowing cheek ; 
By riſing Gghs. my falt ring voice be flay'd, 
And rembling fear too ſoon-confeſs the mae. 1 
Haſte, Leama, then ; his yengeful ſoul aſſu nge. 1! 
| 


1 


Tell him I'm guiltleſs; cool his blinded rage ; TAR Ns OP, 

Tell him, chat truth ſincere my friendſhip brought. Ws | 
Let him not cheriſh one ſuſpicious thought. | 

Then to convince him, his diſtruſt was vain, { 

I'll never, never ſee that nymph again. Þ! 

This way he went. | 
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— 5 — See, x the call of night, 
| The fiar of ug ſheds his filver light 


High o'er yon weſtern hill : the cooling gales 
Freſh odours breath& along the winding dales ; 
Far from their home as yet our ſhepherds ſtray, 
To cloſe with chearful walk the ſultry day. 
Methinks from far I hear the piping ſwain ; 


Hark, in the breeze now ſwells, now finks the {train ; 
Thither Ill ſeek him. 
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| . = While this length of glade 
= Shall lead me penſive through the ſable ſhade ; 
| Where on the branches murmur ruſhing winds, 
| Grateful as falling floods to love-fick minds. 
N O may chis path to Death's dark vale deſcend ! 
There only can the wretched hope a friend. 
ua ſfeveral!:. 
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A Wood, © 8 


DIONE, CLEANTHES, (who lin wounded 
i a diftant part of the flage.} | 


DIONE, 
AE Moon ſerene now climbs th'aerial way; 
ee, at her fight ten thouſand ſtars decay: 
wa trembling gleam the tips the filent 
While.all beneath the chequer'd ſhadows move. , 1 
Turn back thy filver axles, downward roll, e 
Darkneſs beſt fits the horrors of my ſoul. | N 
Riſe, riſe, ye clouds ; the face of heav'n deform, 
Veil the bright Goddeſs in a fable or; 1 
O look not dowm upon 8 wretched mad - 1 | 
Let thy bright'torch the happy lover aid, 14 
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Where the kind nymph attends ch appointed hour. 
Ted e haſt fave auhappy Tave, ihe mine ; | 
Did not thy lamp in Heav'ns blue forehead ſhine, 
When Thisbe ſought her Love along the glade ? 
Didſt thou not then behold the gleaming blade, 
And gild the fatal point that ſtabb'd her breaſt? 
Soon I, like her, ſhall ſeek the realms of reſt. 
Let groves of mournful yew a wretch ſurround | 
© footh my car with melancholy found! ._ 
And dogs from diſtant cots return the note ; 
The rav'nous wolf along the valley prowls, 
And with his famiſh'd cries the mountain howls, 
But hark! what ſudden noiſe advances near? 


Pagared rome glare my; fights car f ® , 4 


„ 
Shepherd, approach ; ah ! fly not through the glade, 


W wennn 


„ tate DTIO NT. 


8 8 bow yon bled? | 


Collect thy ſpirits, raiſe thy drooping head. 
V. 
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© horrid fight ! Cleanthes gaſping lies ; 


And death's black ſhadows float before his eyes. 


Unknown in this diſguiſe,” PH check my Ww 


And learn what bloody hand has ſtruck the blow. [A. 
Say, youth, ere Fate thy feeble voice confounds, | 
VO nes PINE white? 


% 


-CLEANTHES. 
Stay, fleeting life ; may firengrh a-while prevail, ps 


Leſt my cle d Ups confine-ch* imperfe& tale. 
e er N e pern roy, | 
I from the city took my doubtful way, 

Far o'er the plains I ſought a beauteous maid, 
en nee 
Wanders unknown ; as I, with weary pain, ; * 


Try'd ev'ry path; und op'ning glade in vain ; 

A band of thieves, forth ruſhing from the wood, 
Unſheath'd their daggers warm with daily blood 
Deep in my breaſt the bard'rous ſteel is dy'd, 

And purple hands the golden prey divide. 
Hence are theſe mangling wounds. Say, gentle aid, 
If thou haſt known among the ſylvan train = 
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Lie 'Drovs. 15 
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-1 charge you, O ye daughters of the grove, 

Ye Naiads, who the moſſy fountains love, 

Ye happy ſwains, who range the paſtures wide, 
Ye tender nymphs, who feed your flocks beſide ; 
- If my laſt gaſping breath can pity move, 
If e'er ye knew the pangs of flighted love, 
Show her I charge you, where Cleanthes dy d, 
The graſs yet recking with the ſanguine tide. 
A father's power to me the virgin gave, 
But ſhe diſdain'd to live a nuptial ſlave ; 

So fled her native home. as, 


DN. . 
: ide Gant than. 
Springs the foul ſource of all her miſery. 
Coat thou, thy ſel6th appetite to pleaſe, - | 
. eee eee eee 


CLE- 
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CLEANTHE 8. 
0 ſpare me ; norm bapleſs love upbraid,, . 


Ha 


While og y begrt Death's frozen hand.is laid 
G0 ſeek her, guide her where Cleanthe; bled ; 3 


wy 4 


When the ſurveys her. Jover.pale : and dead, * Fon ven 


Tell her, that fince ſhe fled my hateful ſight, 
Without remorſe I ſought the realms of night. 
Methinks I ſee her view theſe poor remains, 


And on her cheek indecent gladneſs reigns! 


Full in her preſence cold | Cleanthes lies, 
Audit ve wit e In her ! 


O let a ſigh my hapleſs fate deplore ! 
Clanthes ways copay bs Fr uy DOR « 
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in deb gra. el 


O wighe [ ſee her, ere exe Death's finger cloſe 
Theſe eyes for ever ! might her ſoften A breatt || 11 
Forgive * love with too much ardor pteſt Edt 8 
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Shall T not calm the fable boar 6f desk. 
e ee eee 4 
See from his trembling lip the Pie nes ?? Lee. 
Stay yet a-while.” "Dione ans cbt nnn 
He knows nic not. He f, he inks to et. 
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CLEANTHES. 1 ri 
Tell ber, Pig bopes in her were loſt, 
That death was rr e SEL tow 
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A parent's curſes o'er my head impend 
For diſobedient vows ; O wretched maid, 5 
Thoſe very vos Evid hach betray'd. © an 
See, at thy feet Cleanthes bath'd in blood 
For love of thee he trod this lonely wood 3 | 
- Thou art the el detheeſs of die !?: 
He falls by thine, hos by Eodnder's Hale. aw. 
When ſhall my foul kndw ret 7 cla thin," 90 
No longer gs and weeps for thy dm. 
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D TON X. 
Thou Al art curſt with love. Bleed, virgin, bleed. 
How ſhall a wretch from anxious life be freed ! 


My troubled brain with ſudden frenzy burns, | LF, 
And ſhatter ——— 


What do I ſee thus glitt ring on the plains ? 
Hah ! the dread ſword FORCE flv. 
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DIONE. PARTHENTA''W- 
PURTHENTA, 
Sweet is the walk when night has'cool'd the hour. 
TRE OO —_— 
finite "DIONE. „ ne 


Why is my 1 with ſudden fear difmay'd ith 
Why drops my trembling hand the pointed blade? 


O firing my arm with force! od 198 "Ie [Afide}. 
*PARTHENIA): . 

—— - Methought a noiſe : 

bete dias the deen (4s. 
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dae e die boos the BP 
51 U. en * Fed) +: 


One well. incl aw lll wy arg ne, 
un be and ceaſe to love. . 
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4 eee Hah ! a ſword diſplay'd ! 
ROY eee wed Bate. [454 
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May Heav'n new, yigour to my fog! li 
"And guide he ere [Ali. 
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| PARTHENITY. 
May I che meditated death arreſt | |[H/ds/Dione's B 
Strike not raſh. ſhepherd ; ſpare thy guiltleſs breaſt, 
O give me ſtrength to ſtay the threaten threaten'd harm, 
And wrench de dagger from his liked arm. 15 


Lr 
ent NA * D T0 NF. warns ver renter! 
What crael hand with holds the welcome blow ? 
In giving life, yon but prolong my woe. 

O may not chus ch expected Mo 
7 pcs and let Cwift Deach: defend. 
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But 


1 ONT 2 
But if yon murder thy red hands hath dy'd ; 
Mere. Las ont d NN 

| d Ir wy dagger, 


PARTHENTA. 
Wait not thy fate; but this way turn thy eyes ; 
My virgin hand no purple murder dies. 
Turn then, Alexis ; and Parthenia know, 

'Tis ſhe protects thee from the fatal blow. 


DIO VE. | 
Muſt the night-watches by my fighs be told? 
And mult theſe eyes another morn behold == 

Through dazling floods of tears? ungen'rous maid, | : 
The friendly firoke is by thy hand delay'd : m 
Call it not mercy to prolong wy breath ; : PT ; 
Tis but to torture me with lngring death. 15 
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PAR THENTA. 


What moves thy hand to act this bloody part? 

Whence are theſe gnawing pangs that tear thy heart? 
Is that thy friend who lies before thee lain? 
F N 8 
e e 
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Ne DIONE.. | 
— — N I the ſtranger found, 
| Ere chilly death his frozen tongue had bound. 

He ſaid ; as at the roly dawn of day, 

He from the city took his vagrant way, N 2.04 
A murd'ring band pour'd on him from the wood, 
Firſt ſeiz'd his gold, then bath d their ſwords in blood. 


= PARTHENITA. 

| You, whoſe ambition abours to be great, 

Think on the perib which on riches unit. 

Yd Safe are the ſhepherd's paths ; when ſober Bren 

4 Streaks with pale light the bending arch of heaven, 

1 From danger free, through deſerts wild he bies, 

14 The rifiog ſmoke ſar & er the mountain ſpies, 
Which marks his diſtant cottage ; on he fares, 
For him no murd'rers lay their nightly ſnares ; 

They paſs him by, they tum their ſteps away; 
Safe Poverty was ne'er the villain's prey. 

At home he lies ſecure in eaſy ſleep, 

No bars his ivy-mandled cottagę keep 3 

No thieves in dreams the fancy d dagger bold, 
eee eee | 
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Nor ſtarts he from his couch aghaſt and pale, 
When the door murmurs with the hollow gale. 
Whilſt he, whofe iron coffers raft with Wealth. 
Harbours beneith his roof Deceit and Stealth zx — 
Treach'ry with furking pace frequents his walks, 

And cloſe behind him horrid murder falk. 

'Tis tenipting luere takes the villain bold, 
Lev 1p ae e 
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DO. 
To lie but s wake ag car, 
And journey through a tedious vale Gf trars. 
Had you not ruſſi d between, my life Had flowns; 
And I, like him, no mote had forrow known. 
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PARTHENTA. 
When anguiſh in the givoniy' boſom dwells, _ 
The counſel of a friend the cloud diſpely; - | 
Give thy breaſt vent, che ſecret grief impart, 
And ſay what woe lies heavy at thy heart. 
To ſave thy life kind Heav'n 1— 
The cn - un de . 
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Tho let dſt wm or. 1323 
When you the lifted dagger turn d afide, | 

Only one road to death thy force deny'd 5... 

Still fate is in my reach. From mountains, bigh, 
Deep in whoſe ſhadow craggy ruins lie. 
Can I not headlong fling this weight of woe, 

4 And daſh out life againſt the flints below ? 

1 Are there not ſtreams, and lakes and rivers wide, 
Where my laſt breath may bubble on the tide ? 
| No. Life ſhall never flatter me again, at 
1 Nor ſhall to morroy bring new fghs and gain 2 
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PARTHENIA. 


3 Nie ny. 
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That thou wilt ſpare the friend I leave behind. 
T know his virtue worthy of thy breaſt, , 
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That fwain (who would my liberty controul 
To pleaſe ſome ſbort-liv'd tranſport of his ſoul) 
Shows, While his importuning flame he moves, 
That tis not me, himſelf alone he loves. 

O live, nor leave him by misfortunes prelt; 
'Tis ſhameful ta defert a friend dilreſ. halt 


DIONE. 
Alas a wretch like me na loſs would prove, 
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Eaſe thy o erburden d heart, and hope relief. 
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What profits it to touch thy tender breaſt, 
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| If Laure right diteft the darkſam ways, 
/, Along thele paths the penlive ſhepherd fas. Lg, 
DIONS. 


- Let not a tear for me toll down thy Ulicels;" ws! 


© would my throbbing fight my beast ug bel 
Why was my breaſt the lifted Stroke deny'd ? 


Mukt then again the deathfu} deed be tryd? 
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Strike not. Ye Gods, r 


LYCIDAS. 


Yes. "Tis Parthenia's voice. I know the ſound. _ 
Some ſylvan rayiſher would force the maid, 


And Laura ſent me to her virtue's aid. 
Die, villaip, die; and ſeck the ſhades below. Wk 
| [Eycidas ſnatches the dagger from Dione 
3 and flabs ber... Hain a 2 JAN A 
1 DIOR. 


n I bleſs thee for the blow. i 
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dee, Hear' codain'd.this apm thy life held bed. 
O hear my vows ! be love the juſt reward. 


een ir 
Rather let vengeance, with her ſwifteſt ſpeed. 
O'ertake thy flight, and recompenſe the deed { 
Why ftays the thunder in the upper u 
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On thee may all the wrath of Heav'n deſcend, 


NOTION WIRE HE r eee 
Behold Alexis / | 


LYCIDAS. 

— — Would that treach'rou boy 5 
Hove ford U vicche Us li Haaf $c 7" "yh 
What rous'd his paſſion to this bold advance? 
Did e'er thy eyes confeſs one willing glance? 

I know, the faithleſs youth his truſt betray'd ; 


And well the dagger hath my wrongs repay'd. 


DIONE. * berſelf on her arm. 
Breaks not Evander's voice along the glade >? 


Hah ! is it he who holds the reeking blade 
There needed not or poiſon, ſword or dart ; 
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O tremble ſhepherd, for thy raſh offence, 


The ſword is dy'd with warder'd innocence ! = pr 
Nor at my boſom was the dagger rais'd ; . % 
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Self murder was his aim ; the youth I found | 
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Who call down vengeanis ce f. perjur'd head! 
O may he ne' er bewail this deſp rate deed, - N 
e e her, Apen ee be. 
0140. inne. 
What ee eee 0 N 
His conſcience had revetig'd an injur d friend. 
Hadſt thou not held the ſtroke. In death he ſought | 
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O let bim ne'er this bleeding victim khow : 
Leſt his raſh-tranſport, to revenge the bla , 
Should in his dearer heart the dagger Gain!” | + 7 
That wound yould Feen bal with double pain... i 
SON Irony s W719 07 4045 242432 (46s 


ws | PAR. 


- Þ 1g@NST 

Pa 14 HOT 5 vil} eie 206 I NU 
| APARTABNI A 
eee (now pale and cold) 
R 


9 — v 9 198 PY 
* 4 78 > L 60 N 


Ire S109 le en 


whim he thus Büchel t: Met 4a ftienddip uwe? 
Then I'm « wretch. antes: bete 
If ebbing life yet beat within thy vein, 
Alexis, ſpeak ; uncloſe. thoſe lids again. 


See at thy feet the bath rous villaia Rhe . 

| 'Tis-Lycidas who graips the bloody fell, 

Thy once lov'd friend. M et exe I ceaſe to live, 

Canſt thou-g wretched penitent forgive 
$ evo! wet N30 an nent oro cid Dov! | 

DIONE. | 
When low beneath the ſable mold I reſt, 
May a fſincerer friendſhip ſhare thy breaſt ? 


Why are thoſe heaving groans? (ah! ee 


May my loſt nanie in dare oblivion fleep;z {| | 


Let this ſad tale no ſpealting ſtone declare. 
Prom future eyes to draw a pitying tear. 
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Lot er my ith lr ooh are us, dk 21 
Mark not the ſpot; forget that cer I was, ' * © 
Then may'ſt thou with Partbeniz's love'bebleft,  *' 
And not one thought om me thy joy moleſt !:! 
My ſwimming eyes are overpower'd with light, 

And darkning ſhadows Reet before my ſight, 
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My hands wich blood of innocence ate dy d. 


O may the Moon her filver beauty hide 


In rolling clouds: my ſoul abhors the light; 
Shade, ſhade the-murd'rer in eternal night! 
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No rival * before thee nn ths rod: fy -| 


There bled the chaſteſt, the ſincereſt maid 
That ever figh'd for love. On her pale face, 


Cannot thy weeping eyes the feature trace 
Of thy once dear Dione ? with wan care 
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May Heav'n ſhower vengeance on this perur'd head 


As the dry branch that withers on the ground, 
$0, blaſted be the hand thas gave the wound 
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Of; hold me not. This heart deſerves the firoke ; 
nnn Ves: the Vows are broke 
| | [Stabs bimſelſ. 
Wa i 6 Vain world; adieu! - -- 
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PARTHENIA. 


There ſhall the yew her ſable branches ſpread, 
And mournful cypreſs rear her fringed head. 
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From thence ſhall thyme and myrtle ſend perfume, 
And laurel ever-green o'erſhade the tomb. 


PARTHENIA. 
Come, Laura ; let us leave this horrid wood, 
Where ſtreams the purple graſs with lovers blood; 
Come to my bower. And as we ſorrowing go, 
Let poor Dione's ſtory feed my woe | 
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Hadſt chou 8 2 df. 
Thou yet hadſt lid. But who ſhall Love adviſe ? 
Love ſcorns command, and breaks all other tyes. 
Henceforth, ye ſuaina, be true to vows profeſt ; 
For certain vengeance firikes the perjur'd breaſt. 
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